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Arts & Eros Magazine Welcomes Submissions 


Obelisk Press of Vancouver is proud to launch the publication of Art & Eros 


Magazine which serves to feature the work of aspiring artists. 

Art & Eros Magazine welcomes submissions on a quarterly basis. 

Please feel free to submit your short stories, prose, poetry and artwork to 
pbruskiewich @ gmail.com 


There is no fee to submit. There is no writer’s fee provided by the journal 


for those who submit. The publishing rights remain with the writer. 


The Theme for the next volume, the summer edition of Art & Eros 


Magazine is Love Triumphant. 
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Editor’s Prologue 


The Theme for this volume of Art & Eros Magazine is Unrequited Love. 


In the New Works section there are to be found within new works by poet 
Blossom Lanton of Vancouver, as well as nice art history articles by Sophie 
.. and by William Webster of New York. There are also some amorous 


poems written by our magazine editor. 


There is included a Life Drawing Praxis section which will features chapters 
of a Life Drawing workbook which will be provided in installments to this 
magazine. In this volume Chapter One is included... Artistic Motivation and 


Exploration. 


There are also three other sections to Art & Eros Magazine that features 
works from Modern Times, from Renaissance Times and from Ancient Times 
by a myriad of writers and artists. There are included some poetry by 
Michelangelo the great Renaissance artist. The play Lysistrata by 


Aristophanes is considered one of the great amorous plays of ancient times. 


As this volume was on its way to the publisher a fire took hold within Notre 
Dame Cathedral in Paris. In the next edition of Art & Eros Magazine there 
will be a feature about this great cathedral and the proposed efforts to rebuild 


what was damaged in the fire. 
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New Works 
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Le Bordel by Sophie 


[Vancouver] Recently I was asked to write about the darker side of love in 
art for an art history course. I chose to write about one of the iconic 
paintings of the 20" century. One of the most remarkable and controversial 
paintings of the last century was the 1907 painting by Pablo Picasso know as 
Les Demoiselles d'Avignon now hanging in the Museum of Modern Art in 


New York. The painting represents the darker side of love in art. 


Les Demoiselles d'Avignon, Pablo Picasso, 1907 (MOMA 
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Picasso himself called the painting Le Bordel because of the subject matter, 
which is that of five young nude prostitutes in several provocative figurative 
poses. The painting represents an artistic commentary by the artist who 
himself visited the many interesting brothels of France, including the 


brothels in Avignon. 


The 2.44 m x 2.34 m oil painting is done in a primitive cubist style with raw 
colours and has no set perspective. This is one of the first monumental 
paintings done in the cubist style. In and above the subject matter, in 
painting this work of art Picasso abandoned perspective and rendered a large 


scale painting in a radical fashion. 


The faces or visages of the five young women run the gamut (left to right) of 
representation to African primitive. The Venus of Delta is evident in several 
of the figures, however without defining features. The breasts of four of the 
five figures are evident, with the right hand women sitting showing her back 


and backside to the viewer. 


Two of the five prostitutes peer menacing at the viewer (the two women on 
the right hand side of the painting). Several of the women are rendered with 
cubist body shapes. The three figures on the left have facial expressions that 
reflect the Picasso's Iberian style, while the two on the right are shown with 


primitive mask faces. 
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Prostitution was hardly a new topic for European painters. For instance 
there is Francois Boucher’s famous 1753 painting of Miss Murphy who was 


a famous concubine. 


Miss Murphy, Francois Boucher, 1753 


This 18" century French painting was done at the request of the patron of 
Miss Murphy, the King of France. It does not show much of the figure of 
Miss Murphy but the rosy hue to her skin incites a heightened sense of 


imagination. 


Two 19" century paintings on the subject of prostitution and the darker side 
of love in art are Olympia and Dejeurner sur l’Herbe both by the French 


Impressionist painter Edouard Manet. 
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Olympia, Edouard Manet, 1865 (Musee d’Orsa 


In this painting, Olympia is a famous concubine of the time and she looks 
out at the viewer in a resigned sense, painting the men in the audience as her 
patrons. Much of her figure is evident with her hand modestly placed across 
her femininity. You notice she is blushing, acknowledging that she is being 
viewed not as a work of art but as a women who works another art, that of 


the prostitute. 


Another painting that deals with the pleasures of the flesh is Dejeurner sur 


l’Herbe 
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Dejeurner sur l’Herbe, Eduoard Manet, 1863 (Musee d’Orsa 


This painting is subtle in its message and can be seen in many different 


ways. 


How is Picasso’s Les Demoiselles d'Avignon so different from other 
paintings about prostitution? It is because the painter Picasso is so different 
from his compatriots. It is in his nature to shock and he does this time and 
time again. There are only a few paintings that shock as much as Picasso 
aims to do, such as Gustave Courbet’s painting L Origine de la Monde and 
Orlan’s 1989 spoof of Courbet, L’Origine de la Guerre with a male model 
(modesty prevents me from including these two works of art in my essay). 


Courbet’s painting, which depicts a close-up view of the genitals and 
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abdomen of a naked woman, shocked the Parisian artworld when it was first 
unveiled in 1866, around the time that Eduoard Manet was showing his two 
paintings. We now know that an actual model sat for L Origine de la Monde 
and that the model was a ballet dancer named Constance Queniaux. Picasso 


knew of and studied the artwork of Manet and Courbet. 


For Picasso he would continue to shock after unveiling Les Demoiselles 
d'Avignon. For instance he had his Minotaur series from the 1930’s which 


Picasso admits was a self-portrait of his angst and appetites. 


Minotaur and Sleeping Woman, Picasso 
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Minotaur as Bacchanal, Picasso 


He had a love / hate relationship with woman, sometimes seeing them as 
goddesses and sometime not. He had many lovers in his life and fathered 
several children. He could not walk past a pretty woman without stopping to 
flirt with them. There are several books about Picasso and a famous movie 


Life with Picasso, based on a book by one of his lovers. 


Some art historians have suggested that Pablo Picasso had a rather large 
libido and a certain misogynist side to him. You can sometimes see that in 
his art. For instance how else can one interpret his Le Minotaur et la 


Femme? 
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Le Minotaur et la Femme, Picasso 


You can sense in his 1907 painting of a brothel in Avignon that Picasso’s 
had both an appetite and an angst that reflected his view of women as 
goddesses and as concubine, and that his art from time to reflected the 


darker side to art. 
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Art Nouveau a la Klimt by William Webster 


[New York] I have to admit I am a great admirer of the artwork of the 
Austrian artist Gustav Klimt. Over the past twenty years I have seen a 
number of his paintings and sketches in museums and galleries across 


Europe and North America. 


One of my favorite pieces is the painting Hope 1 which hangs in the 
National Gallery of Canada (Gustav Klimt, 1903, oil on canvas, 1.89 m x 
0.67 m). It is a painting of a red haired woman, expecting a child and 
perhaps a handful of days from giving birth. The shape of her tummy is 
both realistic and comical, as is her expression. The woman is in the profile 
and she stands to one side of a background that is both dark and worrisome. 
It is a painting of one of Klimt’s love interests as she awaits the birth of their 


illegitimate child. 


When you stand back from this painting the skin of the woman appears soft. 
As you step closer to the painting the layer past the skin of the woman 
begins to shimmer with colors ... indigo and the like. This was done by 


Klimt in an effort to bring the painting to life. 


In her hair there are ‘forget me nots’ which are flowers which symbolize true 
love, faithfulness and memories. There is poignancy to such a message for it 
is hard to gauge for certain the age of the woman in the painting. The model 


may in fact be in her late teens or early twenties. The way she holds her 
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hands over her stomach is a shy and intimate gesture, as if the viewer is a 


voyeur to her state of being. 


Hope 1 (Nat. Gal. Canada) 
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The model for this painting was Herma, one of Gustav Klimt’s favorite 
models. When it came to figurative art, Gustav Klimt had a fetish for red 
haired models. Herma had sat for Klimt on and off in 1902-03 and then 


disappeared for some month. 


When Klimt heard she was ill, he sought her out he found her wrapped up in 
her bed and well along in her pregnancy. That very instance Klimt dragged 
her out of the comfort of her bed and to his studio and set her up on the 
pedestal in his cold studio where she stood, naked and vulnerable as he 
painted her in the nude. One must wonder whether the underlying colors of 
her skin represents the frigid atmosphere in Klimt’s studio. It may seem a 
harsh thing to do but in fact it was a statement on his part that he was not 


about to abandon Herma and her child. 


When this paintings was first shown in 1909, some six years after its 
completion, it caused a scandal in that it was one of the first times a 
pregnant, nude women was portrayed in a life sized painting. Although he 
completed the painting in 1903 to coincide with the birth of one of his 
illegitimate children with Herma (a daughter) Gustave Klimt chose to not 


show this work to the public until the Second Vienna Kunstschau in 1909. 


In another of his famous paintings we find Danae (Gustav Klimt, 1907, 
Gallerie Wuhle, Vienna, 0.77 x 0.83 m) being impregnated by Jupiter. 
Painted in 1907 it appears to be the very same model Herma as she begins 


her pregnancy. 


Art & Eros Volume One - Spring 2019 Page 17 


Danae (Gallerie Wuhle, Vienna) 


This painting is based a series of drawings done by Klimt in the period 1903 
to 1907. Many of these preliminary sketches borrowed ideas from drawings 


by Klimt’s contemporary Egon Schiele. 


As a symbolic theme the impregnation of Danaé was a popular subject in the 
early 1900s for many avant garde artists. Danaé was used as the 
quintessential symbol of divine love, and transcendence. Her story comes 
from classical mythology. As a virgin princess, when while she was locked 
by her father, King of Argos, in a tower of bronze, the chaste Danaé was 


visited and seduced by Zeus. 
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In Klimt’s painting she is being impregnated which is symbolized as the 
golden rain flowing between her legs. To remind us of her royal lineage, 
Danaé is curled in a royal purple veil in Klimt’s painting. It is apparent from 
her face that Danaé is enjoying her fate and is aroused, and almost orgasmic 
as the golden stream enters her from above. From this seduction Danaé 
would bare Zeus a son, Perseus who would go onto slay the Gorgon witch 


Medusa and to later rescue Andromeda from the sea monster. 


In a modern tribute to Gustav Klimt the Austrian photographer Inge Prader 
has set many of his paintings as tableau vivant, or living canvas with live 
models, grand and elaborate stage settings and actual gold to reflect Klimt’s 


own artistic sensibilities. 


Inge Prader has set a half dozen of Klimt’s grand works as tableau vivant, 
most with four of more artist’s model. However in Prader’s only Klimt 
rendition with a single model, that of his 1907 painting Danaé, we find a less 


than earnest effort than is found in Inge Prader’s more elaborate rendering. 


This photograph leaves me somewhat disappointed. That having been said, 
it still serves to remind us that many of Klimt’s paintings are about the 


realities of life, and of death. 


What better way of reminding us of this but in Art Nouveau a la Klimt ... 


with live models. 
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Danaé (Inge Prader) 


In viewing both the painting and the tableau vivant of Danaé I am reminded 
of a poem I read a few years back titled On Viewing Danaé for the First 


Time by the Canadian poet Patrick Bruskiewich ... 


On Viewing Klimt’s Danaé for the First Time 


It was hard-on the first view 
not to imagine a story behind 
the painting. It was in Klimt’s 
studio that they first met — 


a pfenning muse amongst the 
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amusing naked models — tall 

ones, short ones, chubby ones, 
some bossoms more bountiful 
than others, thin ones too, some 
too young to admit, no hags 

or rags here, just beautiful women 
waiting to be immortalized. There 
were blondes, brunettes and red 
heads — Gustav loved red 

heads — her name was Molly 

and she was a dish. It was not 
just the hair on her head 

he adored, but the fiery red 

in that other private place that 
fixated his amorous loins 

and drove his art, much more 

than his heart. He sketched her, 
then mollified her in a painting 

of divine rape — if there was 

such a thing. For no longer was 
Gustav a mere artist but a God, 
And she not a mere moll but a diva. 
Between her loins he set the molasses 
Of him, for it could not be golden 
Given his sickly state — Vienna 


Had been too kind to him! 
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But no matter, she felt mollitious, 
having dashed from one state of 
bliss to another across Europa. 
She was, after all, a plain and simple 
woman — but Gustav painted her 
with mollescent divinity, he her 
Jupiter and she soon to give 

life to their Perseid, a star 

that fell from heaven, a 

daughter. His love towards 

her was mollitious, for he was 
after all a mollusk. While 

she was with child Jupiter 

was off with Venus, in some other 
sacred place. But Danae was 
used to being mollycoddle and so 
coddle her he did, her and their 


mollymawk, red hair as well. 


As I stood before this painting 

It was hard-on viewing Klimt’s Danae 
For the first time — not to fall 
Completely and utterly in love, 


And wonder what became of them both ... 
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Amorous Poetry by Blossom Lanton 


Them / You 


I touched their backs 

But they never stirred. 

They always walked me 

Out 

I knew the first one was pretending 
The morning after 

The bells were ringing 

And soon, 

It was light outside 

I didn’t sleep well that night. 

I would kiss their shoulders and hold them 
In their slumber 

But I was too soft, 

Too gentle 

To wake them 

They all had beautiful backs 

But I wanted to pluck the stray hairs 
That didn’t seem to belong 

They didn’t belong and 

I didn’t belong but 

I wanted to belong to you 


And they wanted me to belong to them but I didn’t want to 
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I look at all the smooth round shapes whilst the shower runs: 


My huge pale thighs 

Touch 

They harbor 

My prickly pussy 

They always look at me and their eyes crawl on my skin 
Like beetles 

But you never looked at me that way 

You looked into my eyes like they were 
Pools of gold 

And the shower keeps running 

And all the glass steams up 

But when the water 

Hits my skin, 

All I can think about are your 

Perfect kisses 

Your perfect lips on mine 

Our weighted breath 

Intermingling - 

That potent smell 

Ill never forget and you’ll never forget 

But you forget things and I like to keep them 
I keep them all lost on the steps of my mind 


Waiting for the next train to arrive. 
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Remember/Rosé 


chewing gum constellations 
on the pavement 
i miss the taste of your cherry tongue 
my mouth is stained 
with the coffee and cigarettes 
do you remember — 
the bottle we shared 
how i poured the contents 
of our rose tinted glasses 
to save for later 
do you remember — 
my lips 
and how i begged to be bitten 
i remember — 
your assertive fingers 
tangled in my hair 
i remember — 
your crooked smile 
your teeth of which i desired peeking 
i remember — 
you 
do you remember — 


me? 
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Disappointments of the Undersexed 


I exhale to the 
Ceiling, 
The air reaches the helium balloons 


Children let go 
The same feelings(,) I feel. 


Now I am older, 

That trivial feeling 

Those lost balloons created, 
That emptiness, 

Reaches me 


In a different sense. 


A failed night: 
My fault but not my fault 
But it is my fault 


I am sorry, I am sorry 


A night full of laughs - supposed 
Now an evening of sighs and deeper exhales 


From Lady Disappointment 
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I am sorry to be sorry 


I am sorry I am sorry 


Pent up frustrations of the sorrowful — 
I reach, but cannot reach 

Those balloons — 

Only in breathing 

Can I touch them. 


But my fingertips evade skin tonight, 
And my heart thumps in my chest, 
Away from yours, 


Though my ears listen intently. 


Spring Equinox 
I thought of you 
When I was walking in my 


Rain speckled purple jeans 


I thought of you 
When I was sleeping in your 


Permanganate stained green shirt 
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I thought of you 
With your hands under my 
Embroidered black dress 


I thought of you 
In your gaudy yellow shirt 


And me, fingering the lettering across your back 


Then I thought 
Of how little time we had 


And how that was a shame 


Only then did the rain 
On the first day of spring 


Make sense 


Blue Lights 


Hands creeping 

Strong hand slips 

Into the back of my jeans 

Skin on skin 

Lips between teeth 

I’m intoxicated by the sobriety - 


The clarity consumes me. 
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Euphoria creeps over 

A warm flush blooms across my cheeks 
My fingers ice cold 

But they oughtn’t be — 


I begin to shiver 

The sweet anticipation 

A stimulating conversation 
The wetness of his mouth 
Dries on my flawed lips, 


My breath continues to quiver. 


Premature nostalgia: 

The glow behind the bar 
Illuminates the courage 

I lose all sense, 

Anxiety — 

Take me home 

Spend the awakened night 
With me. 


I am infatuated 
By a night not full of 
Yearning hours, 


Of nostalgia. 
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Dragging my fingers, 
His skin like Braille, 


I feel his words. 


Consume me with your company 
Make me yours 
Make my words yours 


And yours, my own. 


An idle waiting: 

I read the writing on the bathroom walls: 
“THE IDES SOFTEN MARCHES” 
“PARADISE IS LOST” 


I stare back at myself. 


The cool glow of 
Blue globes. 


Elation 

Expectancy 

The memory - 

A homeless man shuffles between 
His cold, plastic, 

Sheets, 

Refuge only in sleep. 
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Guilt flickers through the mind. 
A knowing embrace 
Shocks, delights, excites me 


(All is but forgotten). 


I look back 


We talk about bridges, tracks, and tunnels 


As we speed in 


“The closest thing to teleportation” 


The cab driver raises his eyebrows at our fervent embraces. 


I trail behind the leader 
Through the chain link fence 
(Intimidated only slightly) 
In a lovers’ march 


The heart thumps louder — 


The carpet welcomes me, 
Stained with that familiar, 


Potent smell. 


“Hello” 
Kisses 
Teeth 


Tongues 
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Tattoos 

Cotton sheets 
Orange walls 
Heidegger 
Kierkegaard 
Shivering 
Finishing 
Morning 

Coffee 

Baristas to bartenders 
DVDs 

The subway wind 


“Goodbye” 


La Petite Mort 


I saw the dead man again today 
The dead man who walks 

I didn’t see him alive 

Until this day 

Under the sun 

And the lonely seagull who caws 
to no one 

The dead man walking 

I lay myself down 
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Seeing yellow and orange through my 
Eyelids 
I lay myself down in want of my own 


Little death. 


Until Next Time 


I realised today that 
Love doesn’t fizzle out 


Until love becomes anew. 


Love, or like 

Leaves the chest a-flutter, 

The palms sweating, 

But leaves the extremities cold, 
To be warmed 


By your hot breath and skin. 


Your flesh is mine 

To bite, 

To scratch, 

And mine is all yours to bruise, 
To slap - 

But also all yours 


To kiss. 
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I lay my head on the pillow of your sturdy chest, 


I lay vulnerable to your roaming fingers grazing, 


We lay there, eyelashes a-flutter, 


Defenseless to each others’ ticklish breaths, lest 


We both fall sound asleep. 


Hold me tight, 

Kiss my forehead, 

Tickle me, 

As cruel time passes... 

And we wait for the lukewarm pizza, 
And the bittersweet kiss, until 


The next time. 


A Dilemma 


I pace to and fro, 

Stick in hand, 

With the trees’ shadows shaking below, 
At my feet — 

Whose chest do I wish to lie on? 

I end the night with no answer to behold 
I pick: not to pick 


I choose to be, not to be 
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Amorous Poetry by Patrick Bruskiewich 


The Cat Lept Off 


The pussy sat on her lap 

It purred as she stroke it 

Forth and back, and then she tapped 

To keep the pussy happy. Sit! 

It wanted to sit. Stay 

But it would not. It grew 

Warm to her touch. She played 

awhile. It purred softly. Knew 

she its buttons, its nose. Whiskers too and fro. 
She softly pawed, fanged but could not stop. 
She squirmed, meowed, but could not go 
As, she was content to be a top. 

She ran her fingers to and fro some more. 
The cat shuddered. She lept off 

Not once, not twice, she did keep score 


A perfect count, but could not get enough. 


Like Strong Coffee 
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In this world, unknown 

the real becomes surreal, 

normal becomes absurd 

nothing is what it seems! 

To live in this world, 

the possible becomes the impossible 
the truth, anything but ... 

you try to hide form reality, 

To escape all your thoughts 

Then something strawberry appears! 
Soft, sweet and succulent 

Paris’ match — Gaulique! 

Like strong coffee ... a cup 

Petite yet not so fragile. 

Everything has changed, here 

is something I wish known 

You try to hide 

from your thoughts, 

but all you can imagine 


is sugar and spice ... 


The Majestic Beauty of Womanhood 


In the tree’s shadow ... 
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Close your eyes and imagine all 

Am I your Adam, a pear green? 

Eve savour the taste after the fall. 

No shame for what we have been 

For hidden beneath the outer sight 
under layers, much layers of soft cloth 
is that what draws us towards the light 
like twilight’s flighty, violent moths. 
The string that binds your shame 

lay tangled, naughty, moving still. 
This time will pass, do then beware 

is this what you wish or will? 

Venture I into the valley below 

and climb glacier’s high 

peel back the skin that glows 

of crimson flush and do we sigh. 

We are at heaven’s gate 

Glance back, peer forward, stand proud 
Our patience melts, we cannot wait 
We cannot live atop a cloud. 

Step us then out of paradise 

To slip the bounds of our regrets 

and uncover what is so nice. 

Lay you down upon your dress. 

Let my finger tips caress with leisure 


the wholeness of you, from toe to head 
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and your body now flush with pleasure 

will fill with warm perfume our soft bed 
Where is hid the body’s lair, its treasure? 

Let me trace out the geometry of your curves 
let ascending breath set the measure, 

the gauge, the crackle, the current of electric nerve 
My moist tongue will kiss both lips 

Those painted pink, and those pinked dreamed 
And suckle at your hidden tips 

that little boy, less hidden seemed. 

And split the fruit, to plant the seed, 


but first furrow, the fertile and the soft. 


She is the Minatrice 


Her eyes are verdant green, 

As was her succulent soul. 
Looking at her, she did not seem 
so outgoing, to be so bold. 

Yet by her actions, bold she was... 
not held back, and brash as well. 
What appetites! Pray, what does 
she — what faint heart can tell. 

She stalks the moon lit night 


and seeks, as she must, new prey. 


Art & Eros Volume One - Spring 2019 Page 38 


She longs until things are set right 
then is transformed until the day. 

Her crimson lips seek onto all 

As she keeps you, her catch, so close 
Her soft, hunger is your fall ... 

before long she somehow grows. 

She knows all there is about you. 

She folds your precious petals back 
Devouring your hidden truth, too 
private to be shared ... yet nothing lacks. 
She is the Minatrice, half-lust 
Half-love, ready to die 

or be consumed. She offers, she must. 
Unsuspecting, you cannot look in her eyes. 
What does he see, but her soft lips 
Perhaps her bare femality 

Entranced is he by inviting hips 

He does not sense familiarity 

Of what she is ... half beast 

Ready to feast ... to sup 

To take from him the least 

That he is prepared to give up. 

As he lays with her, he does not sense 
the grave danger he is in, not a breath. 
She smothers him with her presence 


until he is wrapped and clothed by death. 
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Then she finishes off her feast 

She draws apart his limbs, one by one 
He feels nothing, he is asleep 

The pain, one fast slice ... he comes 


And so the Minatrice is satisfied. 


From Behind the Moon 


The moon ... the half moon 
appears from behind 

its pink, silky cloud 

Little by little, it opens up 
one quarter here, 

the other full across 

Then it rises slowly 
Hiding, sly ... and shy 
from behind the moon 
This little man ... 

the boy in her moon 

rises and peeks out 

She feels happy 

and wants to play 


It is her lunacy. 
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The Tuscan Women Know 


Beyond the trees, set rows 

away from the tortuous sun 

the Tuscan women know 

to wait, for they who come. 

The threshing’s ‘nere over 

The dry hay heaped, pile high 
Tired men return sombre 

From the endless fields, bye 

the bye, our drink await us. 

Come our wilful mates 

with us into the shade, lust 

we for that that cannot wait. 

What could be worst, the burden 
we carry in our heavy pouch, 

or the sun that seeks to murder 
us? Snatch we our lunch. 

Set us back. Feed us your pears, 
sweet figs, plums and apricots. Come 
be happy with us. Lay us bare and 
wipe our brow clean, ‘til we be done. 
Then let us sleep our dreams, 
head set upon soft pillows. 

And know what pleasure means 


Watching clouds above us billow. 
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Our toil can wait ‘till 

the afternoon is near set. 
Hide us behind your hills ... 
let dry our sweat. 

Far as we can see 

restore us by your pleasure 
Esrt happy we shall be 


to sleep deep within our treasure. 


From Which Learns He 


I supped the nectar 
from the flower, a rose 
in full bloom. Let there 


be no fuller place posed 


The barb, it pricks 
It draws fresh blood. 
With my lips I lick 


my tongue I did so rub 


Across the soft petals 

set apart, one left ... one right 
Rich pink velvet nettles 

that sail away the night 
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And within? What is there 
but Ulysses journey 
The epic land laid bare 


From which learns he 


of gardens and delights 
of sea-nymphs that beckon 
him — have no fright! 


sail your ship right upon 


Venus’ shoal, a pons 
that spans gulfed ground 
An island held tightly on 


the figure of one’s hand. 


Such wistful bliss 
and music — the song flows 
From a mouth far amiss 


a face he well does know 


The waves they came, they crashed 
And suddenly they were gone 
Her passions unabashed 


The nectar flowed anon. 
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Life Drawing Praxis 
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Life Drawing Work Book Chapter One ... Artistic Motivation 


Artistic Motivation and Exploration by Patrick Bruskiewich 


This Life Drawing workbook is provided in installments to this magazine. 


The Human Skull, Leonardo da Vinci, 1490 
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Each of us who draw has a unique motivation to why we do art and why we 


are interested in Life Drawing. Let me share with you part of my motivation. 


For all my life, since I was a boy of six, I have been inspired by the art and 
science of Leonardo da Vinci (1542-1519). In 2010, during the Vancouver 
Olympics, the most complete set of manuscripts drawings of the human 
body was set on display at the Vancouver Art Gallery, free of charge, for all 


to see and admire. 


This set of manuscript drawings of the human body were done by Leonardo 
da Vinci during the High Renaissance and are presently owned by Her 
Majesty Queen Elizabeth. It was the first time in 500 years that these 
remarkable drawings were gathered in a public place for artists and the 


public at large to freely admire. 


At the 2010 Vancouver Art Gallery exhibit I studied each and every one of 
Leonardo’s drawings with rapture. The centerpiece of the display collection 
was the drawing of the human spine. Part of the motivation for the Queen to 
send her precious da Vinci manuscripts drawings to Vancouver may have 
been because of the author’s long and distinguish service to the Crown, and 


to the Parliament of Canada. 


The decision to set the da Vinci drawing of the human spine as the 
centerpiece to the display may have also been because the author managed 
to damage his neck and crush his spine when he was all of 20 years old. I 


was then the youngest serving officer in the Royal Canadian Navy. I helped 
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to save the life of a young officer cadet during a jack-stay transfer at sea. 
The naval exercise went amok and several of us had to act quickly and 
bravely to save the young man’s life. The young officer cadet walked away 


without a scratch. I have been infirmed for over three decades ... 


Fig. 2: Leonardo da Vinci, the human spine 


You might notice the detail in his drawing of the spine and in particular the 


three vertebrae in the lower right hand corner. The top vertebrae is known 
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as the Atlas vertebrae. You severely damage the Atlas vertebrae and you 


die immediately. I came within a hair’s breadth ... 


When Leonardo da Vinci set out to dissect and study the human condition he 
was motivated by his interest in the form and function of the human body. 


He knew that we humans, like all insects and animals, are machines. 


Fig. 3: My back drawn by an artist friend 


When I sit as an artist’s model, something that I have done from time to time 


since I was in my twenties, there are sometimes artists who are observant 
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enough to see the damage to my spine, and are curious how it is I still can 
function — breath, stand and walk. One of my artist friends did a sketch of 


my back which you are welcome to study. 


As an artist Leonardo da Vinci studied the human condition in great detail 
and produced the first, and most remarkable group of drawings of the 
internal and externalities of the human body. My interest in Life Drawing is 


inspired by his remarkable body of anatomical drawings. 


As you can imagine, my motivations both as an artist and an artist’s model 
are very personal. I too believe we are organic machines ... made of 
organic materials. Like Leonardo I believe that the human condition is 
remarkably beautiful. I have managed to survive over three decades because 


of my understanding of who and what I am. 
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Works From the Modern Era 
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I Sing -The Body Electric by Walt Whitman 


From I Sing — The Body Electric (part 5) 


This is the female form, 

A divine nimbus exhales from it from head to foot, 

It attracts with fierce undeniable attraction, 

I am drawn by its breath as if I were no more than a helpless vapour, all falls 
aside but myself and it, 

Book, art, religion, time, the visible and solid earth, and what was expected 
of heaven or feared of hell, are now consumed, 

Mad filaments, ungovernable shoots play out of it, the response likewise 
ungovernable, 

Hair, bosom, hips, bend of legs, negligent falling hands all diffused, mine 
too diffused, 

Ebb stung by the flow and flow stung by the ebb, love-flesh swelling and 
deliciously aching, 

Limitless limpid jets of love hot and enormous, quivering jelly of love, 
white-blow and delicious juice, 

Bridegroom night of love working surely and softly into the prostrate dawn, 
Undulating into the willing and yielding day 

Lost in the cleave of the clasping and sweet fleshed day. 

This is the nucleus — after the child is born of woman, man is born of 
woman, 

This is the bath of birth, this is the merge of small and large, and the outlet 


again. 
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Be not ashamed women, your privilege encloses the rest, and is the exit of 
the rest, 

You are the gates of the body, and you are the gates of the soul. 

The female contains all qualities and tempers them, 

She is in her place and moves with perfect balance, 

She is all things duly veiled, she is both passive and active, 

She is to conceive daughters as well as sons, and sons as well as daughters, 
As I see my soul reflected in Nature, 

As I see through a mist, One with inexpressible completeness, sanity, 
beauty, 


See the bent head and arms folded over the breast, the Female I see. 


Leda and the Swan by W. B. Yeats 


A sudden blow: the great wings beating still 
Above the staggering girl, her thighs caressed 
By the dark webs, her nape caught in his bill, 
He holds her helpless breast upon his breast. 
How can those terrified fingers push 

The feathered glory from her loosening thighs? 
And how can body, laid in that white rush, 

But feel the strange heart beating where it lies? 
A shudder in the loins engender there 


The broken wall, the burning roof and tower 
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And Agamemnon dead. 

Being so caught up, 

So mastered by the brute blood of the air, 

Did she put on this knowledge with his power 
Before the indifferent beak could let her drop? 


The Skirt by Guillaume Apollinaire 


(translated from the French) 


Hello Germaine that’s a fine skirt you have 

A fine skirt for a empress — a cruel empress! 

Let’s feel the silk of it — silk from Japan 

and trimmed with white lace made on no machine. 
Your skirt’s a silken bell — a double clapper 

Your legs have struck the passing of my fancies 
Oh Germaine now I ring — my breast heaves 

My hands press down on your willing haunches 
Your bedroom — Oh my bell is a belfry! 

My hands touch the silk and seem to tear my ears 
Those pegs are gallows on which skirts are hanging 
Those pendent pins are dazzling my eyes ... 


Motionless as an owl — the oil lamp watches. 
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Strip-Tease by Lawrence Durrell 


Soft toys that make to seem girls 

In cool whitewash with two coral 

Valves of lips printing each others’ grease ... 
A clockwork Cupid’s bow. Increase! 

Their cherry-ripe hullo brims the open purse 
Of eyes washed white by marmoreal light; 
So swaying as if on pyres they go 

About the buried business of the night, 

Cold witches of the elementary tease 
Balanced on the horn of supposed desire ... 


Trees shed their leaves like some of these. 


Annabel Lee by Edgar Allan Poe 


It was many, a many year ago, 

In a kingdom by the sea, 

That a maiden there lived whom you may know 
By the name of Annabel Lee, 

And this maiden she lived with no other thought 


Than to love and be loved by me. 
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I was a child and she was a child 

In this kingdom by the sea: 

But we loved with a love that was more than love — 
I and my Annabel Lee, 

With a love that the winged seraphs of heaven 
coveted her and me. 

And this was the reason that, long ago, 

In this kingdom by the sea 

A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling 

my beautiful Annabel Lee 

So that her high-born kinsmen came 

And bore her away from me, 

To shut her up in a sepulchre 


In this kingdom by the sea. 


The angels, not half so happy in heaven, 
Went envying her and me — 

Yes! That was the reason (as all men know, 
In this kingdom by the sea) 

That the wind came out of the cloud one night 
Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee 

But our love is stronger by far than the love 
Of those who were older than we = 

Of many far wiser than we — 

And neither the angels in heaven above, 


Nor the demons down under the sea, 
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Can ever disserver my soul from the soul 

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee: 

For the moon never beams without bringing me dreams 
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee; 

And the stars never rise, but I feel the bright eyes 

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee; 

And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side 

Of my darling — my darling — my life and my bride, 

In the sepulchre there by the sea, 


In her tomb by the sounding sea. 


May I Feel Said He by e. e. cummings 


may i feel said he 
ill squeal said she 
just once said he 
it’s fun said she 
may i touch said he 
how much said she 
a lot said he 

why not said she 
let’s go said he 

not too far said she 


what’s too far said he 
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where you are said she 
may 1 stay said he 
which way said she 
like this said he 

if you kiss said she 
may 1 move said he 


is it love said she 


if you’re willing said he 
but you’re killing said she 
but its life said he 

but your wife said she 
now said he 

ow said she 

tiptop said he 

don’t stop said she 

on ho said he 

go slow said she 
cccome? Said he 
ummm said she 

you’re divine! said he 


you are Mine said she. 
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Silvered and Bronzed Words by Gabriele D’Annunzio 


Silvered 


When, half upraised, her belly to the sand, 
Naked she welcomes the slow-conquering tide, 
Then, in the full moon’s radiance, she appears 
Like some great silver statue lying there. 

A Callipygian Venus, lewdly posed — 

Into the rounded surface of her sides 

Two hollows sculpted, and her powerful spine 
Furrowing deeply as she arches back. 

The rising tide steals up and moistens her. 
She starts and shudders at its icy touch, 

Her loins a-tremble in their ecstasy. 

The billows dash against her face, but still 
She holds her chosen posture fearlessly 


Till, at its height, the tide submerges her. 


Bronzed 


After her bath, all dripping wet, and swathed 
In her dark hair, her body shivering, 

She prints in the dry surface of the sand 

The splendid contours of her flawless limbs. 


Sometimes she graps her bosom’s living fruits 
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Causing their sturdy points to burgeon forth; 
Sometimes she rolls about, and the coarse sand 
Marks her smooth skin with curious designs. 
Then, patterned thus, she offers up her all 

To the moon’s kiss, on seaweed-couch outspread, 
Remaining motionless with skyward breast. 

And the distance on the background dark, 

She looks like a great brazen statue, part — 


Corroded by the sea’s acidity. 


The Fresh -Water Venus by Gabriele D’Annunzio 


Excerpt from the Fresh-Water Venus 


Agile, and unabashed, she clambered down 
Towards the river, like a parching hind. 

The forest thrilled with tenderness for her. 
The utmost reassurance filled her eyes; 

And of such tawny blondness was her hair 
That verily the bees must have been drawn, 
As though towards some honey of their own, 
By the deception lure of locks like those. 
Reaching the edge, she paused reluctantly. 
But soon those tresses worth the ancient comb 


Of Cypris had been knotted at her nape, 
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And, with no hint of modesty, she gave 

To sun and water all her naked charms, 

Entering navel-deep into the gulf 

And glistening there just as Praxiteles 

Had sculpted her at Cnidus and at Cos. 

Oh dream of beauty neath unhampered skies 
Dream by my earliest puberty conceived, 

when I imagined, during studious nights, 

The laurels of Ilissus rising from 

The lifeless pages to adorn my brow, 

With Acidalian roses twined — Oh dream 

You radiant bloomed at last without a veil, 
Fulfilled in flesh beneath unhampered skies. 

I peered between the grass. She stretched her arms 
Towards a branch that, rich in clustered leaves, 
Reached over her, and drew to it her form 

Entire that flexed in undulations lithe. 

Them, with a sudden spring, she straightened out 
And swung herself to where the tide ran deep; 
And there the water into turmoil stirred, 
Foam-fertile neath the impact of her limbs. 
Those lissom nudities that slipped into 

The river’s bottom’s mystery passed through 

A spread of floating leaves that marked their course; 
And close upon the course my own desire, 


Thirsting to taste the flesh’s ecstasies, 
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Followed with swiftly beating wings, at might 
A vulture plunging from the loftiest heavens 
Towards the odour of his carnel prey. 

But when she smoothly laid her spotless frame 
Across the water’s lap, and so displayed 

The scarlet berries of her upturned breasts, 
While in her belly’s flesh the navel shone 

As if the seal of treasure there intact, 

On the plump pubis and the hollowed groin 
The clinging droplets in the curly fleece 


Glittered like dew in some resplendent fern. 


Art & Eros Volume One - Spring 2019 


Page 61 


Works From the Renaissance Era 
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Love Poems by Michelangelo Buonarrati 


The Creation of Adam by Michelangelo (Sistine Chapel 1508 - 1512 


Celestial Love 


No mortal thing enthralled these longing eyes 
When perfect peace in thy fair face I found; 

But far within, where all is holy ground, 

My soul felt Love, her comrade of the skies: 

For she was born with God in Paradise; 

Nor all the shows of beauty shed around 

This fair false world her wings to earth have bound: 


Unto the Love of Loves aloft she flies. 


Art & Eros Volume One - Spring 2019 Page 63 


Nay, things that suffer death, quench not the fire 
Of deathless spirits; nor eternity 

Serves sordid Time, that withers all things rare. 
Not love but lawless impulse is desire: 

That slays the soul; our love makes still more fair 


Our friends on earth, fairer in death on high. 


Dante 


What should be said of him cannot be said; 

By too great splendor is his name attended; 

To blame is easier than those who him offended, 
Than reach the faintest glory round him shed. 
This man descended to the doomed and dead 
For our instruction; then to God ascended; 
Heaven opened wide to him its portals splendid, 
Who from his country's, closed against him, fled. 
Ungrateful land! To its own prejudice 

Nurse of his fortunes; and this showeth well 
That the most perfect most of grief shall see. 
Among a thousand proofs let one suffice, 

That as his exile hath no parallel, 


Ne'er walked the earth a greater man than he. 


The Doom of Beauty 
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Choice soul, in whom, as in a glass, we see, 
Mirrored in thy pure form and delicate, 

What beauties heaven and nature can create, 
The paragon of all their works to be! 

Fair soul, in whom love, pity, piety, 

Have found a home, as from thy outward state 
We clearly read, and are so rare and great 
That they adorn none other like to thee! 

Love takes me captive; beauty binds my soul; 
Pity and mercy with their gentle eyes 

Wake in my heart a hope that cannot cheat. 
What law, what destiny, what fell control, 
What cruelty, or late or soon, denies 


That death should spare perfection so complete? 


Joy May Kill 


Too much good luck no less than misery 

May kill a man condemned to mortal pain, 

If, lost to hope and chilled in every vein, 

A sudden pardon comes to set him free. 

Thus thy unwonted kindness shown to me 
Amid the gloom where only sad thoughts reign, 
With too much rapture bringing light again, 
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Threatens my life more than that agony. 

Good news and bad may bear the self-same knife; 
And death may follow both upon their flight; 

For hearts that shrink or swell, alike will break. 
Let then thy beauty, to preserve my life, 

Temper the source of this supreme delight, 


Lest joy so poignant slay a soul so weak. 


The Creation of Eve by Michelangelo (Sistine Chapel 1608-1512) 


Love’s Justification 


Yes! Hope may with my strong desire keep pace, 
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And I be undeluded, unbetrayed: 

For if of our affections none find grace 

In sight of Heaven, then wherefore hath God made 
The world which we inhabit? Better plea 

Love cannot have, than that in loving thee 

Glory to that eternal peace is paid, 

Who such divinity to thee imparts 

As hallows and makes pure all gentle hearts. 

His hope is treacherous only whose love dies 

With beauty, which is varying every hour; 

But, in chaste hearts uninfluenced by the power 
Of outward change, there blooms a deathless flower, 


That breathes on earth the air of paradise. 


On the Brink of Death 


Now hath my life across a stormy sea 

Like a frail bark reached that wide port where all 
Are bidden, ere the final reckoning fall 

Of good and evil for eternity. 

Now know I well how that fond phantasy 

Which made my soul the worshiper and thrall 
Of earthly art, is vain; how criminal 

Is that which all men seek unwillingly. 


Those amorous thoughts which were so lightly dressed, 
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What are they when the double death is nigh? 
The one I know for sure, the other dread. 
Painting nor sculpture now can lull to rest 
My soul that turns to His great love on high, 


Whose arms to clasp us on the cross were spread. 


A Poem 


Ravished by all that to the eyes is fair, 

Yet hungry for the joys that truly bless, 

My soul can find no stair 

To mount to heaven, save earth's loveliness. 
For from the stars above 

Descends a glorious light 

That lifts our longing to their highest height 
And bears the name of love. 

Nor is there aught can move 

A gentle heart, or purge or make it wise, 


But beauty and the starlight of her eyes. 


To the Supreme Being 


The prayers I make will then be sweet indeed, 


If Thou the spirit give by which I pray: 
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My unassisted heart is barren clay, 

Which of its native self can nothing feed: 

Of good and pious works Thou art the seed, 
Which quickens only where Thou say'st it may; 
Unless Thou show to us Thine own true way, 
No man can find it: Father! Thou must lead. 
Do Thou, then, breathe those thoughts into my mind 
By which such virtue may in me be bred 

That in Thy holy footsteps I may tread; 

The fetters of my tongue do Thou unbind, 

That I may have the power to sing of Thee, 
And sound Thy praises everlastingly. 


The Expulsion of Adam and Eve (Sistine Chapel 1508-1512 
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To Vittoria Colonna 


When the prime mover of many sighs 

Heaven took through death from out her earthly place, 
Nature, that never made so fair a face, 

Remained ashamed, and tears were in all eyes. 

O fate, unheeding my impassioned cries! 

O hopes fallacious! O thou spirit of grace, 

Where art thou now? Earth holds in its embrace 

Thy lovely limbs, thy holy thoughts the skies. 
Vainly did cruel death attempt to stay 

The rumor of thy virtuous renown, 

That Lethe's waters could not wash away! 

A thousand leaves, since he hath stricken thee down, 
Speak of thee, not to thee could Heaven convey, 


Except through death, a refuge and a crown. 


Love Poems by Lady Mary Wortley Montagu (1689-1762) 


Julia to Ovid 


(Written by her when she was age twelve) 


Are love and power incapable to meet? 


And must they all be wretched who are great? 
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Enslav'd by titles, and by forms confirm’'d, 


For wretched victims to the state designed. 


What rural maid that my sad fortune knows 
Would quit her cottage to embrace my woes? 
Would be this cursed sacrifice to power, 

This wretched daughter of Rome's Emperor? 
When sick with sighs to absent Ovid given, 

I tire with vows the unrelenting Heaven. 
Drown’d in my tears, and with my sorrows pale, 


What then do all my kindred gods avail? 


Let proud Augustus the whole world subdue, 
Be mine to place all happiness in you; 
With nobler pride I can on thrones look down, 


Can court your love, and can despise a crown. 


Oh Love ! thou pleasure never dearly bought! 
Whose joys exceed the very lover's thought; 
Of that soft passion, when you teach the art, 
In gentle sounds, it steals into the heart. 

With such sweet magic does the soul surprise, 


'Tis only taught us better by your eyes. 


Oh, Ovid ! first of the inspired train, 


To Heaven I speak in that enchanting strain, 
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So sweet a voice can never plead in vain. 
Apollo will protect his favorite son, 

And all the little Loves unto thy succor run. 
The Loves and Muses, in thy prayer shall join, 
And all their wishes and their vows be thine; 
Some God will soften my hard Father's breast, 
And work a miracle to make thee blest. 

Hard as this is, I even this could bear, 

But greater ills than what I feel I fear, 

My fame, my Ovid, both for ever fled, 

What greater evil is there left to dread? 

Yes, there is one ... 

Avert it, Gods, who do my sorrows see! 

Avert it, thou who art a God to me! 

When back to Rome your wishing eyes are cast, 
And on the lessening towers you gaze your last- 
When fancy shall recall unto your view 

The pleasures now for ever lost to you, 

The shining court, and all the thousand ways, 
To melt the nights and pass the happy days 
Will you not sigh, and hate the wretched maid, 
Whose fatal love your safety has betray'd? 

Say that from me your banishment does come, 
And curse the eyes that have expell'd you Rome? 
Those eyes which now are weeping for your woes, 


The sleep of death shall then forever close. 
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Where, Lovely Goddess, Dost Thou Dwell? 


(Written by her when she was age fourteen) 


Where, lovely Goddess, dost thou dwell? 

In what remote and silent shade? 

Within what cave or lonely cell? 

With what old hermit, or unpractised maid? 

In vain I've sought thee all around, 

But thy unfashionable sound 

In crowds was never heard, 

Nor ever has thy form in town or court appeared. 
The sanctuary is not safe to thee, 

Chas'd thence by endless mystery; 

Thy own professors chase thee thence, 

And wage eternal war with thee and sense; 

Then in perplexing comments lost, 

E'en when they would be thought to shew thee most. 
Most beautiful when most distress'd, 

Descend, Oh Goddess, to my breast; 

There thou may'st reign, unrival'd and alone, 


My thoughts thy subjects, and my heart thy throne! 
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A Hymn to the Moon 


Written in July, in an arbour 


Thou silver deity of secret night, 

Direct my footsteps through the woodland shade; 
Thou conscious witness of unknown delight, 
The Lover's guardian, and the Muse's aid! 

By thy pale beams I solitary rove, 

To thee my tender grief confide; 

Serenely sweet you gild the silent grove, 

My friend, my goddess, and my guide. 

E'en thee, fair queen, from thy amazing height, 
The charms of young Endymion drew; 

Veil'd with the mantle of concealing night; 


With all thy greatness and thy coldness too. 


Advice 


Cease, fond shepherd -- cease desiring 
What you never must enjoy; 

She derides your vain aspiring, 

She to all your sex is coy. 

Cunning Damon once pursu'd her, 


Yet she never would incline; 
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Strephon too as vainly woo'd her, 
Though his flocks are more than thine. 
At Diana's shrine aloud, 

By the zone around her waist, 

Thrice she bow'd, and thrice she vow'd 


Like the Goddess to be chaste. 


An Answer to a Love Letter — in Verse 


Is it to me this sad lamenting strain? 

Are Heaven's choicest gifts bestow'd in vain? 
A plenteous fortune and a beauteous bride, 
Your love rewarded, and content your pride; 
Yet, leaving her, 'tis me that you pursue, 
Without one single charm -- but being new. 
How vile is man! How I detest the ways 

Of covert falsehood and designing praise! 

As tasteless, easier happiness you slight, 

Ruin your joy, and mischief your delight. 

Why should poor pug (the mimic of your kind) 
Wear a rough chain, and be to box confin'd? 
Some cup, perhaps, he breaks, or tears a fan, 
While moves, unpunish'd, the destroyer man; 
Not bound by vows, and unrestrain'd by shame, 


In sport you break the heart, and rend the fame. 
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Not that your art can be successful here, 

Th' already plunder'd need no robber fear. 

Nor sighs nor charms, nor flattery, can move, 
Too well secur'd against a second love. 

Once, and but once, that devil charm'd my mind, 
To reason deaf, to observation blind, 

I idly hop'd (what cannot Love persuade!) 

My fondness equall'd and my truth repaid: 

Slow to distrust, and willing to believe; 

Long hush'd my doubts, I would myself deceive. 
But oh! too soon -- this tale would ever last — 
Sleep on my wrongs, and let me think them past. 
For you, who mourn with counterfeited grief, 
And ask so boldly, like a begging thief, 

May soon some other nymph inflict the pain 
You know so well with cruel art to feign. 
Though long you've sported with Dan Cupid's dart, 
You may see eyes, and you may feel a heart. 

So the brisk wits who stop the evening coach, 
Laugh at the fear that follows their approach; 
With idle mirth and haughty scorn despise 

The passenger's pale cheek and staring eyes; 
But seiz'd by justice, find a fright no jest, 

And all the terror doubled in their breast. 
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An Elegy on Mrs. Thompson 


Unhappy fair! by fatal love betray'd! 

Must then thy beauties thus untimely fade? 

And all thy blooming, soft, inspiring charms, 
Become a prey to death's destructive arms? 

Tho' short thy day, and transient like the wind, 
How far more blest than those yet left behind! 
Safe in the grave, thy griefs with thee remain; 
And life's tempestuous billows break in vain. 

Ye tender nymphs in lawless pastimes gay, 

Who heedless down the paths of pleasure stray; 
Tho' long secure, with blissful joy elate, 

Yet pause, and think of Arabella's fate: 

For such may be your unexpected doom, 

And your next pleasures lull you in the tomb. 

But let it be the Muse's gentle care 

To shield from envy's rage the mould'ring fair: 

To draw a veil o'er faults she can't defend; 

And what prudes have devoured, leave time to end: 
Be it her part to drop a pitying tear, 

And mourning sigh around thy sable bier. 

Nor shall thy woes long glad th’ill-natured crowd, 
Silent to praise, and in detraction loud: 

When scandal, that through life each worth destroys, 


And malice that imbitters all our joys, 
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Shall in some ill-starr'd wretch find later stains; 


And let thine rest, forgot as thy remains. 


An Epistle to the Earl of Burlington 


How happy you! who varied joys pursue; 

And every hour presents you something new! 
Plans, schemes, and models, all Palladio's art, 
For six long months have gain'd upon your heart; 
Of colonnades, of corridors you talk, 

The winding stair-case and the cover'd walk; 
You blend the orders with Vitruvian toil, 

And raise with wond'rous joy the fancy 'd pile: 
But the dull workman's slow performing hand 
But coldly executes his lord's command. 

With dirt and mortar soon you grow displeas'd, 
Planting succeeds, and avenues are rais'd, 
Canals are cut, and mountains level made; 
Bowers of retreat, and galleries of shade; 

The shaven turf presents a lively green; 

The bordering flowers in mystic knots are seen: 
With studied art on nature you refine 

The spring beheld you warm in this design, 

But scarce the cold attacks your fav'rite trees, 


Your inclination fails, and wishes freeze: 
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You quit the grove so lately you admir'd; 
With other views your eager hopes are fir'd, 
Post to the city you direct your way; 

Not blooming paradise could bribe your stay: 
Ambition shews you power's brightest side, 
'Tis meanly poor in solitude to hide: 

Though certain pains attend the cares of state, 
A good man owes his country to be great; 
Should act abroad the high-distinguish'd part, 
Or shew at least the purpose of his heart. 
With thoughts like these the shining courts you sack: 
Full of new projects for almost a week; 

You then despise the tinsel glittering snare; 
Think vile mankind below a serious care. 
Life is too short for any distant aim; 

And cold the dull reward of future fame: 

Be happy then, while yet you have to live ; 
And love is all the blessing Heav'n can give. 
Fir'd by new passion you address the fair; 
Survey the opera as a gay parterre: 

Young Cloe's bloom had made you certain prize, 
But for a side-long glance from Celia's eyes: 
Your beating heart acknowledges her power; 
Your eager eyes her lovely form devour; 

You feel the poison swelling in your breast, 


And all your soul by fond desire possess'd. 
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In dying sighs a long three hours are past; 

To some assembly with impatient haste, 

With trembling hope, and doubtful fear you move, 
Resolv'd to tempt your fate, and own your love: 
But there Belinda meets you on the stairs, 

Easy her shape, attracting all her airs; 

A smile she gives, and with a smile can wound; 
Her melting voice has music in the sound; 

Her every motion wears resistless grace; 

Wit in her mien, and pleasure in her face: 

Here while you vow eternity of love, 

Cloe and Celia unregarded move. 

Thus on the sands of Afric's burning plains, 
However deeply made, no long impress remains; 
The slightest leaf can leave its figure there; 

The strongest form is scatter'd by the air. 

So yielding the warm temper of your mind. 

So touch'd by every eye, so toss'd by wind; 

Oh ! how unlike the Heav'n my soul design’d! 
Unseen, unheard, the throng around me move ; 
Not wishing praise, insensible of love: 

No whispers soften, nor no beauties fire ; 
Careless I see the dance, and coldly hear the lyre. 
So numerous herds are driv'n o'er the rock; 

No print is left of all the passing flock: 


So sings the wind around the solid stone: 
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So vainly beat the waves with fruitless moan. 

Tedious the toil, and great the workman's care, 

Who dares attempt to fix impressions there: 

But should some swain more skilful than the rest, 
Engrave his name upon this marble breast, 

Not rolling ages could deface that name; 

Thro’ all the storms of life 'tis still the same: 

Tho' length of years with moss may shade the ground, 


Deep, though unseen, remains the secret wound. 


Answered, for Lord William Hamilton 


Good Madam, when ladies are willing, 
A man must needs look like a fool; 
For me, I would not give a shilling 


For one who would love out of rule. 


You should leave us to guess by your blushing, 
And not speak the matter so plain; 
Tis our's to write and be pushing, 


'Tis your's to affect a disdain. 


That you are in a terrible taking, 
By all these sweet oglings I see; 


But the fruit that can fall without shaking, 


Art & Eros Volume One - Spring 2019 Page 81 


Indeed is too mellow for me. 


Continuation 


So sung the poet in a humble strain, 

With empty pockets, and a head in pain; 

Where the soft clime inclin'd the soul to rest, 
And past'ral images inspired the breast. 

Apollo listen'd from his heavenly bower, 

And, in his health restored, express'd his power. 
Pygmalion thus before the Paphian shrine, 
With trembling vows address'd the power divine; 
Durst hardly make his hopeless wishes known, 
And scarce a greater miracle was shewn- 
Returning vigour glow'd in ev'ry vein, 

And gay ideas flutter in the brain; 

Back he returns to breathe his native air, 


And all his firm resolves are melted there! 


Epilogue — To Mary Queen of the Scots 


What could luxurious woman wish for more, 


To fix her joys, or to extend her pow'r? 


Their every wish was in this Mary seen, 
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Gay, witty, youthful, beauteous, and a queen. 
Vain useless blessings with ill-conduct join'd! 
Light as the air, and fleeting as the wind. 
Whatever poets write, and lovers vow, 


Beauty, what poor omnipotence hast thou! 


Queen Bess had wisdom, council, power, and laws; 
How few espous'd a wretched beauty's cause! 
Learn thence, ye fair, more solid charms to prize; 
Contemn the idle flatterers of your eyes. 

The brightest object shines but while 'tis new: 

That influence lessens by familiar view. 

Monarchs and beauties rule with equal sway, 

All strive to serve, and glory to obey ; 

Alike unpitied when depos'd they grow 


Men mock the idol of their former vow. 


Two great examples have been shewn to-day, 
To what sure ruin passion does betray ; 
What long repentance to short joys is due ; 


When reason rules, what glory must ensue. 


If you will love, love like Eliza then; 
Love for amusement, like those traitors, men. 
Think that the pastime of a leisure hour 


She favoured oft but never shar'd her pow'r. 
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The traveler by desert wolves pursu'd, 

I f by his art the savage foe's subdu'd, 

The world will still the noble act applaud,- 
Tho' victory was gain'd by needful fraud. 


Such is, my tender sex, our helpless case; 

And such the barbarous heart, hid by the begging face 
By passion fir'd, and not withheld by shame, 

They cruel hunters are, we trembling game. 

Trust me, dear ladies, (for I know 'em well) 

They burn to triumph, and they sigh to tell; 

Cruel to them that yield, cullies to them that sell. 


Believe me, 'tis by far the wiser course, 
Superior art should meet superior force : 
Hear, but be faithful to your int'rest still : 


Secure your hearts then fool with whom you will. 


Epistle, to a Man Condemned* 


Read, lovely nymph, and tremble not to read, 
I have no more to wish, nor you to dread; 
1 ask not life, for life to me were vain, 


And death a refuge from severer pain. 
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My only hope in these last lines I try; 
I would be pitied, and I then would die. 


Long had I liv'd as sordid as my fate, 

Nor curs'd the destiny that made me wait 
A servile slave : content with homely food, 
The gross instinct of happiness pursu'd: 


Youth gave me sleep at night, and warmth of blood. 


Ambition yet had never touch'd my breast; 

My lordly master knew no sounder rest; 

With labour healthy, in obedience blest. 

But when I saw oh ! had I never seen 

That wounding softness, that engaging mien! 
The mist of wretched education flies, 

Shame, fear, desire, despair, and love, arise, 

The new creation of those beauteous eyes. 

But yet that love pursu'd no guilty aim, 

Deep in my heart I hid the secret flame. 

I never hop'd my fond desire to tell, 

And all my wishes were to serve you well. 
Heav'ns ! how I flew, when wing'd by your command, 
And kiss'd the letters giv'n me by your hand. 
How pleas'd, how proud, how fond was I to wait, 
Present the sparkling wine, or change the plate! 


How when you sung my soul devoured the sound, 
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And ev'ry sense was in the rapture drown'd! 
Tho' bid to go, I quite forgot to move; 

— You knew not that stupidity was love ! 

But oh ! the torment not to be expressed, 

The grief, the rage, the hell, that fir'd this breast, 
When my great rivals, in embroidery gay, 

Sate by your side, or led you from the play! 

I still contriv'd near as I could to stand, 

(The flambeau trembling in my shaking hand) 

I saw, or thought I saw, those fingers pressed, 
For thus their passion by my own I guess'd, 
And jealous fury all my soul possessed. 

Like torrents, love and indignation meet, 

And madness would have thrown me at your feet. 
Turn, lovely nymph (for so I would have said) 
Turn from those triflers who make love a trade; 
This is true passion in my eyes you see; 

They cannot no, they cannot love like me. 
Frequent debauch has pall'd their sickly taste, 
Faint tneir desire, and in a moment past: 

They sigh not from the heart, but from the brain; 
Vapours of vanity and strong Champagne. 

Too dull to feel what forms, like your's, inspire, 
After long talking of their painted fire, 

To some lewd brothel they at night retire; 


There pleas'd with fancy 'd. quality and charms, 
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Enjoy your beauties in a strumpet's arms. 

Such are the joys those toasters have in view. 

— And such the wit and pleasure they pursue: 
And is this love that ought to merit you? 

Each opera-night a new address begun, 

They swear to thousands what they swear to one. 
Not thus I sigh but all my sighs are vain — 

Die, wretched Arthur, and conceal thy pain: 

'Tis impudence to wish, and madness to complain, 
Fix'd on this view, my only hope of ease, 

I waited not the aid of slow disease; 

The keenest instruments of death I sought, 

And death alone employed my lab'ring thought. 
This all the night when I remember well, 

The charming tinkle of your morning bell! 

Fir'd by the sound, I hastened with your tea, 
With one last look to smooth the darksome way.- 
But oh! how dear that fatal look has cost! 

In that fond moment my resolves were lost. 
Hence all my guilt, and all your sorrows rise 

I saw the languid softness of your eyes; 

I saw the dear disorder of your bed; 

Your cheeks all glowing with a tempting red; 
Your night-cloths tumbled with resistless grace, 
Your flowing hair play 'd careless down your face, 


Your night-gown fasten'd with a single pin; 
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Fancy improved the wond'rous charms within! 

I fix'd my eyes upon that heaving breast, 

And hardly, hardly, I forbore the rest; 

Eager to gaze, unsatisfied with sight, 

My head grew giddy with the near delight! 

Top well you know the fatal following night! 

Th' extremest proof of my desire I give, 

And since you will not love, I will not live. 
Condemn’'d by you, I wait the righteous doom, 
Careless and fearless of the woes to come. 

But when you see me waver in the wind, 

My guilty flame extinct, my soul resign'd, 

Sure you may pity what you can't approve, 

The cruel consequence of furious love. 

Think the bold wretch, that could so greatly dare, 
Was tender, faithful, ardent, and sincere: 

Think when I held the pistol to your breast, 

Had I been of the world's large rule possessed 
That world had then been your’s, and I been blested; 
Think that my life was quite below my care, 


Nor fear'd I any hell beyond despair, — 


If these reflections, though they seize you late, 
Give some compassion for your Arthur's fate: 
Enough you give, nor ought 1 to complain; 


You pay my pangs, nor have I died in vain, 
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(*This man attempted to do violence: He was tried for the offence in 1721. 
The lady had wrested the pistol from his hand, and alarmed the family. The 


man was convicted only of burglary, and transported.) 


John Duke of Marlborough 


When the proud Frenchman's strong rapacious hand 
Spread over Europe ruin and command, 

Our sinking temples and expiring law 

With trembling dread the rolling tempest saw; 
Destined a province to insulting Gaul, 

This Genius rose, and stopp'd the ponderous fall. 
His temperate valour form'd no giddy scheme, 

No victory rais'd him to a rage of fame; 

The happy temper of his even mind 

No danger e'er could shock, or conquest blind. 
Fashion'd alike, by Nature and by Art, 

To please, engage, and interest, every heart. 

In public life by all who saw approv'd, 

In private hours by all who knew him lov'd. 


Rondeau 
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Finish these languors ! Oh I'm sic ! 

Of dying airs I know the trick. 

Long since I've learn'd to well explain, 
The unmeaning cant of fire and pain, 
And see thro* all the senseless lies 

Of burning darts from killing eyes; 
I'm tir'd with this continual rout 

Of bowing low, and leading out. 


Finish, &c. 


Finish this tedious dangling trade, 

By which so many fools are made; 

For fools they are, whom you can please 
By such affected airs as these: 

At opera near my box to stand, 

And slyly press the given hand, 

Thus may you wait whole years in vain; 
But sure you would, were you in pain. 


Finish, &c. 


Song 


How happy is the hardened heart, 


Where interest is the only view! 


Can sigh and meet, or smile and part, 


Art & Eros Volume One - Spring 2019 Page 90 


Nor pleas'd, nor griev'd, nor false, nor true — 


Yet have they truly peace of mind? 
Or do they ever truly know 
The bliss sincerer tempers find 


Which truth and virtue can bestow? 


The Bride in the Country 


I 


By the side of a half-rotten wood 


Melantha sate silently down, 


Convinced that her scheme was not good, 


And vex'd to be absent from town. 
Whilst pit'ed by no living soul, 

To herself she was forc'd to reply, 
And the sparrow, as grave as an owl, 


Sate listening and pecking hard by, 


II 
Alas ! silly maid that I was ;" 
Thus sadly complaining, she cry'd; 
" When first I forsook that dear place, 
IT had been better by far I had died! 
How gayly I pass'd the long days, 


In a round of continued delights! 
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Park, visits, assemblies, and plays, 


And a dance to enliven the nights. 


Il 
How simple was I to believe 
Delusive poetical dreams! 
Or the flattering landscapes they give, 
Of meadows and murmuring streams. 
Bleak mountains, and cold starving rocks, 
Are the wretched result of my pains; 
The swains greater brutes than their flocks, 


And the nymphs as polite as the swains. 


IV 
What tho' I have got my dear Phil; 
I see him all night and all day; 
I find I must not have my will, 
And I've cursedly sworn to obey! 
Fond damsel thy pow'r is lost, 
As now I experience too late; 
Whatever a lover may boast, 


A husband is what one may hate! 


vV 
And thou, my old woman, so dear, 


My all that is left of relief, 
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Whatever I suffer, forbear 

Forbear to dissuade me from grief; 
'Tis in vain, as you say, to repine 

At ills which cannot be redress'd; 
But, in sorrows so poignant as mine, 


To be patient, alas ! is a jest. 


VI 
If, farther to soothe my distress, 
Your tender compassion is led, 
Come hither and help to undress, 
And decently put me to bed. 
The last humble solace I wait, 
Wou'd Heav'n but indulge me the boon, 
May some dream, less unkind than my fate, 


In a vision, transport me to town. 


VII 
Clarissa, meantime, weds a beau, 
Who decks her in golden array; 
She's the finest at ev'ry fine shew, 
And flaunts it at Park and at Play: 
Whilst I am here left in the lurch, 
Forgot, and secluded from view; 
Unless when some bumkin at church 


Stares wistfully over the pew: 
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The Court of Dullness 


Her palace plac'd beneath a muddy road. 

And such the influence of the dull abode, 

The carrier's horse above can scarcely drag its load 
Here chose the goddess her belov'd retreat, 
Which Phoebus tries in vain to penetrate, 
Adorn'd within with shells of small expencc, 
(Emblems of tinsel rhyme and trifling sense) 
Perpetual fogs enclose the sacred cave, 

The neighbouring sinks their fragrant odours gave, 
In contemplation here she passed her hours, 
Closely attended by subservient powers: 

Bold prophanation with a brazen brow, 

Much to this great ally does dullness owe: 

But still more near the goddess you attend 
Naked obscenity ! her darling friend. 

To thec for shelter all the dull still fly, 

Pert double meanings e'en at school we try, 
What numerous writers owe their praise to thee, 
No sex no age is from thy influence free ; 

By thee how bright appears the senseless song, 
By thee the book is sold, the lines are strong, 
The heaviest poet, by thy powerful aid, 
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Warms the brisk youth and charms the sprightly maid; 
Where breathes the mortal who's not prov'd thy force 


In well bred pun or waiting-room discourse? 


Such were the chiefs who form'd her gloomy court, 
Her pride, her ornament and her support, 

Behind attended such a numerous crowd 

Of quibbles strain'd, old rhymes and laughter loud, 
Throngs that might even make a goddess proud. 
Yet pensive thoughts lay brooding in her breast, 
And fear, the mate of power, her mind oppress’d. 
Oft she revolv'd for oh too well she knew, 

What Merlin sung and part long since prov'd true, 
"When Harry's brows the diadem adorn, 

From reformation learning shall be born ? 

Slowly in strength the infant shall improve 

The parent's glory and its country's love : 

Free from the thraldom of monastic rhymes, 

In bright progression bless succeeding times; 
Milton free po'sy from the monkish chain, 

And Addison that Milton shall explain; 

Point out the beauties of each living page; 
Reform the taste of a degen'rate age; 

Shew that true wit disdains all little art, 

And can at once engage and rnend the heart; 


Knows even popular applause to gain, 
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Yet not malicious, wanton, or prophane." 


This prophecy perplex'd her anx'ous head; 
And, yawning thrice, thus to her sons she said: 
When such an author honored shall appear 
'Tis plain, the hour of our destruction's near; 
And public rumour now aloud proclaims 

At universal monarchy he aims. 

What to this hero, whom shall we oppose, 

A strong confederacy of stupid foes 

Such brave allies as are by nature fit 

To check the progress of o'erflowing wit. 
Where envy and where impudence are join'd 
To contradict the voice of humankind. 

At Dacier's ignorance shall gravely smile, 
And blame the coarseness of Spectator's style; 
Shall swear that Tickell understands not Greek, 


That Addison can't write, nor Walpole speak. 


Fir'd by this project Prophanation rose 

"One Leader, Goddess, let me here propose; 

In a near realm, which owns thy gentle sway, 
My darling son now chaunts his pleasing lay, 
Trampling on order, decency, and laws, 

And vaunts himself the champion of my cause. 


Him will I bring to teach the callow youth 
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To scorn dry morals laugh at sacred truth. 

All fears of future reckonings he shall quench, 
And bid them bravely drink and freely wench. 
By his example much, by precept more, 


They learn 'tis wit to swear, and safe to whore. 


Mocks Newton's schemes, and Tillotstm's discourse, 
And imitates the virtues of a horse. 

With this design to add to his renown, 

He wears the rev'rend dress of band and gown. 

The Goddess, pleas'd, bestow 'd a gracious grin, 
When thus does fair Obscenity begin : 

" My humbler subjects are not plac'd so high, 

They joke in kitchens, and in cellars ply; 

Yet one I have, bred in those worthy schools, 
Admir'd by shoals of male and female fools: 


In ballads what I dictate, he shall sing,” 


And troops of converts to my banners bring. 

Bold in my cause, and most prophanely dull, 

With smooth unmeaning rhymes the towns shall lull; 
Shall sing of worms in great Arbuthnot's strain, 

In lewd burlesque the sacred Psalms prophane; 

To Maids of Honour songs obscene address, 

Nor need we doubt his wonderful success. 


Long have I watch'd this genius yet unknown, 
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Inspired his rhyme, and mark'd him for my own; 

His early youth in superstition bred, 

And monkish legends all the books he read. 
Tinctur'd by these, proceeds his love of rhyme, 
Milton he scorns, but crambo thinks divine. 

And oh ! 'tis sure (our foes confess this truth) 

The old Crambonians yield to this stupendous youth. 
But present want obscures the poet's name, 

Be it my charge to talk him into fame. 

My Lansdowne, (whose love songs so smoothly run ; 
My darling author, and my fav'rite son) 

He shall protect the man (A. Pope) whom I inspire, 
And Windsor-forest openly admire; 

And Bolingbroke, with flatt'ry shall bribe, 

'Till the charm'd lord most nobly shall subscribe; 
And hostile Addison too late shall find, 

'Tis easier to corrupt than mend mankind. 

The town, which now revolts, once more obey, 

And the whole island own my pristine sway;" 

She said, and slowly leaves the realms of night, 


While the curs'd phantoms praise her droning flight. 


The Lady’s Resolve 


(upon her wedding in 1713) 
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Whilst thirst of praise, and vain desire of fame 
In every age, is every woman's aim; 

With courtship pleas'd, of silly toasters proud, 
Fond of a train, and happy in a crowd; 

On each proud fop bestowing some kind glance, 
Each conquest owing to some loose advance ; 
While vain coquets affect to be pursu'd, 

And think they're virtuous, if not grossly lewd : 
Let this great maxim be my virtue guide ; 

In part she is to blame that has been try'd 


He comes too near that comes to be deny'd. 


The Lover: A Ballad 


At length, by so much importunity pressed, 
Take, Molly, at once, the inside of my breast; 
This stupid indifference so often you blame 

Is not owing to nature, to fear or to shame: 

I am not as cold as virgin in lead, 

Nor is Sunday’s sermon so strong in my head: 
I know but too well how time flies along, 


That we live but few years, and yet fewer are young. 
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I 


But I hate to be cheated, and never will buy 
Long years of repentance for moments of joy. 
Oh! Was there a man (but where shall I find 
Good sense and good nature so equally joined?) 
Would value his pleasure, contribute to mine; 
Not meanly would boast, nor lewdly design; 
Not over severe, yet not stupidly vain, 


For I would have the power, though not give the pain. 
Il 


No pedant, yet learned; not rake-helly gay, 
Or laughing, because he has nothing to say; 
To all my whole sex obliging and free, 

Yet never be fond of any but me; 

In public, preserve the decorums are just, 
And show in his eyes he is true to his trust; 
Then rarely approach, and respectfully bow, 
Yet not fulsomely pert, nor yet foppishly low. 


IV 


But when the long hours of public are past, 
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And we meet with champagne and a chicken at last, 
May ever fond pleasure that hour endear; 

Be banished afar both discretion and fear. 
Forgetting or scorning the airs of the crowd, 

He may cease to be formal, and I to be proud, 

Till lost in the joy, we confess that we live, 


And he may be rude, and yet I may forgive. 


Vv 


And that my delight may be solidly fixed, 

Let the friend and the lover be handsomely mixed; 

In whose tender bosom my soul may confide, 

Whose kindness can soothe me, whose counsel could guide. 
From such a dear lover, as here I describe, 

No danger should fright me, no millions should bribe; 

But still astonishing creature I know, 


As I long have lived chaste, I will keep myself so. 


VI 


I never will share with the wanton coquette, 
Or be caught by a vain affection of wit. 
The toasters and songsters may try their art, 
But never shall enter the pass of my heart. 


I loathe the lewd rake, the dressed fopling despise: 
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Before such pursuers the nice virgin flies: 
And as Ovid has sweetly in parables told, 


We harden like trees, and like rivers are cold. 


The Politicians 


In ancient days when ev'ry brute 
To human privilege had right; 
Could reason, wrangle, or dispute, 


As well as scratch, and tear, and bite. 


When Phoebus shone his brightest ray, 
The rip'ning corn his pow'r confessed; 
His cheering beams made Nature gay, 


The eagle in his warmth was blest. 


But mal-contents e'en then arose, 
The birds who love the dolesome night ; 
The darkest grove with care tkey chose, 


And there caball'd against the light. 


The screech-owl, with ill-boding cry, 
Portends strange things, old women say: 
Stops ev'ry fool that passes by, 

And frights the school-boy from his play. 
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The raven and the double bat, 
With families of owls combine; 
In close consult they rail and chat, 


And curse aloud the glorious shine. 


While the great planet, all serene, 
Heedless pursues his destin'd wa ; 
He asks not what these murmurs mean, 


But runs his course, and gives us day. 


To A Friend on His Travels 


From this vile town immers'd in smoke and care, 
To you who brighten in a purer air, 

Your faithful friend conveys her tenderest thought, 
(Thou now perhaps neglected and forgot) 

May blooming health your wonted mirth restore, 
And every pleasure crown your every hour; 
Cares'd, esteem'd, and lov'd, your merit known, 
And foreign lands admire you, like your own: 
Whilst I in silence various fortunes bear, 
Distracted with the rage of bosom-war; 

My restless fever tears my changeful brain, 


With mix'd ideas of delight and pain; 
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Sometimes soft views my morning dreams employ 
In the faint dawn of visionary joy: 

Which rigid reason quickly drives away, 

I seek the shade and fly from rising day; 

In pleasing madness meet some moments ease, 
And fondly cherish my belov'd disease. 

If female weakness melt my woman's mind 
At least no weakness in the choice I find; 

Not soothed to softness by a warbling flute, 
Nor the bought merit of a birth-day suit; 

Not lost my heart by the surprising skill 

In opera tunes, in dancing, or quadrille. 

The only charm my inclination moves 

Is such a virtue, Heaven itself approves! 

A soul superior to each vulgar view, 

Great, steady, gentle, generous, and true. 
How I regret my trifling hours past, 

And look with sorrow o'er the dreary waste! 
In false pursuits and vanity bestow'd 

The perfect image of a dirty road; 

Through puddles oft, o'er craggy rocks I stray, 
A tiresome dull uncomfortable way: 

And after toiling long through thick and thin 
To reach some meanly mercenary inn. 

The bills are high, and very bad the fare, 


I curse the wretched entertainment there: 


Art & Eros Volume One - Spring 2019 Page 104 


And jogging on, resolve to stop no more 


Where gaudy signs invite me to the door. 


To Please, Astonish, and Instruct Mankind 


For ever blest be that prolific brain 

Which can such store of images contain! 

Thus the charged trees, with blooming odours crown'd, 
Shed their fair blossoms with profusion round. 
So swells the brook with heav'n descended rain 
And flows meand'ring on the thirsty plain; 

Such various talents were by Heaven design’d 
(Too vast a treasure for a single mind). 

To please, astonish, and instruct mankind 

With a delight, not to be told, I view 

Themes long exhausted in your hands grow new; 
Past all describing your descriptions are, 

So full, so just, so bold, yet regular; 

The style so varied that it wants a name, 

Which ever differing, ever is the same; 

You raise or calm our passions as you please, 
The human heart your powerful pen obeys. 
When eager Trasimond pursues the course, 

We hear the whip and see the foaming horse; 


With soft Sophronia we have wept and smil'd, 
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So soon offended sooner reconcil'd. 


Go on great Author! that the world may see 
How bright, when from pedantic fetters free; 
True genius shines, and shines alone in thee. 
Give new editions, with a noble scorn 

Of insect critics, who'd obscure thy morn; 
Neglect their censures, nor thy work delay, 


The owls still sicken at the sight of day. 


Unfinished Sketches 


I 
Now, with fresh vigour, morn her light displays, 
And the glad birds salute her kindling rays; 
The opening buds confess the sun's return, 
And rous'd from night all nature seems new-born. 
When ponderous dullness slowly wing'd her way, 
And with thick fogs oppos'd the rising day. 
Phoebus retired as from Thyestes' feast, 
Droop'd all the flowers, the aerial musick ceas'd. 
Pleas'd with her influence she exults with pride; 
" Shall mortals then escape my power ? she cried, 
Nay in this town where smoke and mists conspire 


To cloud the head, and damp the poet's fire, 
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Shall Addison my empire here dispute, 

So justly founded, lov'd, and absolute? 
Explode my children, ribaldry and rhyme, 
Rever'd from Chaucer's down to Dryden's time 
Distinguish 'twixt false humour and the true, 
And wit make lovely to the vulgar view? 

No better things my destiny ordains, 


For Oxford has the wand, and Anna reigns." 


She ended, and assumed Duke Disney's grin, 
With broad plump face, pert eyes, and ruddy skin, 
Which shewed the stupid joke which lurk't within. 


I 


In this lov'd form she knock 'd at St. John's gate, 
Where crowds already for his levee wait; 

And wait they may, those wretches that appear 
To talk of service past and long arrear: 

But the proud partner of his pleasure goes 

Thro' crowds of envious eyes and servile bows. 
And now approaching where the statesman lay, 
To his unwilling eyes revealed the day. 

Starting, he wak'd, and waking, swore by God, 
This early visit friend is wond'rous odd! 


Scarce have I rested full two hours in bed, 
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And fumes of wine oppress my aching head, 
By thee I'm sure my soul is understood, 

Too well to plague me for the public good. 
Let stupid patriots toil to serve the brutes, 
And waste the fleeting hours in vain disputes. 
The use of power supreme I better know, 
Nor will I lose the joys the gods bestow; 

The sparkling glass, soft flute, and willing fair, 
Alternate guard me from the shocks of care. 
'Tis the prerogative of wit like mine, 

To emulate in ease the pow'rs divine; 

And while I revel, leave the busy fools 


To plot like chemists, or to drudge like tools. 


Ul 


"Believe me lord! (replies his seeming friend) 
Some difficulties every state attend. 

Cares must surround the men that wealth possess, 
And sorrow mingles ev'n with love's success. 
Great as you are no greatness long is sure, 
Advancement is but pain if not secure. 

All your long schemes may vanish in an hour, 

Oh tremble at the sad reverse of pow'r! 

How will these slaves that waiting watch your eye 


Insulting smile or pass regardless by; 
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Nor is thought the creature of my fears, 
Approaching ruin now most strong appears. 
Men must be dull who passively obey, 

And ignorance fixes arbitrary sway; 

Think of this maxim, and no more permit, 
A dangerous writer to retail his wit. 

The consequence of sense is liberty, 

And if men think aright they will be free; 
Encourage you the poet! I shall bring 

Your Granville he already tries to sing; 
Nor think, my Lord, I only recommend 

An able author, but an useful friend; 

In verse his phlegm, in puns he shews his fire, 


And skill’d in pimping to your heart's desire." 


IV 


"I thank thee Duke (replies the drowsy peer) 
But cannot listen to thy childish fear. 

This Addison, ‘tis true, debauch'd in schools, 
Will sometimes oddly talk of musty rules. 
Yet here and there I see a master line, 

I feel and I confess the power divine. 

In spite of interest charm'd into applause, 

I wish for such a champion in our cause: 


Nor shall your reasons force me to submit 
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To patronise a bard of meaner wit; 
Men can but say wit did my judgment blind, 
And wit's the noblest frailty of the mind.” 


Vv 


The disappointed goddess swell'd with spite, 
Dropping her borrowed form, appears in open light 
So the sly nymph in masquerade disguise, 

The faith of her suspected lover tries; 

But when the perjury too plain appears, 

Her eyes are fill'd with mingled rage and tears: 
No more remembers the affected tone, 

Sinks the feign'd voice, and thunders in her own. 
"How hast thou dared my party then to quit, 

Or dost thou, wretch, presume thou art a wit? 
Read thy own works, consider well each line, 

In each dull page, how palpably I shine! 

'Tis me that to thy eloquence affords, 

Such empty thoughts wrapt in superfluous words; 
To me alone your pamphlet-praise you owe, 

'Tis I your tropes and florid sense bestow; 

After such wreaths bestow'd, such service done, 
Dare you refuse protection to my son? 

The time shall come, tho' now at court ador'd, 


When still a writer, tho' no more a lord. 
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On common stalls thy darling works be spread, 
And thou shalt answer them to make them read." 
She said, and turning showed her wrinkled neck, 


In scales and colour like a roach's back. 


Wednesday — the Tête à Tête 


See how the pair of billing doves 
With open murmurs own their loves; 
And, heedless of censorious eyes, 
Pursue their unpolluted joys; 

No fears of future want molest 
The downy quiet of their nest: 

No int'rest join'd the happy pair, 
Securely blest in Nature's care, 
While her dictates they pursue; 
For constancy is Nature too. 

Can all the doctrine of the schools, 
Our maxims, our religious rules, 
Can learning to our lives ensure, 


Virtue so bright, or bliss so pure? 
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Amorous Poems by John Donne 


An Epithalamion, or Wedding Song 


On the lady Elizabeth, and Count Palatine 


Being married on St. Valentine’s day 


Haile Bishop Valentine, whose day this is, 

All the Aire is thy Diocis, 

And all the chirping Choristers 

And other birds are they Parishioners, 

Thou marryest every yeare 

The Lirique Larke, and the grave whispering Dove, 
The Sparrow that neglects his life for love, 

The household Bird, with the red stomacher, 
Thou mak’ st the black bird speed as soone, 

As doth the Goldfinch, or the Halcyon; 

The husband cocke looks out, and straight is sped, 
And meets his wife, which brings her feather-bed. 
This day more cheerfully than ever shine, 


This day, which might enflame thy self, Old Valentine. 


To his Mistress Going to Bed 


Come, Madam, come, all rest my powers defy, 
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Until I labour, I in labour lie, 

The foe oft-times having the foe in sight, 

Is tired of standing though he never fight. 

Off with that girdle, like heaven’s zone glistening, 
But a fairer world encompassing. 

Unpin than spangled breastplate which you wear, 
That th’eyes of busy fools may be stopped there. 
Unlace yourself, for that harmonious chime, 

Tells me from you, that now it is bedtime. 

Off with that happy busk, which I envy, 

That still can be, and still can stand nigh. 

Your gown going off, such beauteous state reveals, 
As when from flowery meads th’hill shadow steals. 
Off with that wiry coronet and show 

The hairy diadem which on you doth grow: 

Now off with those shoes, and then safely tread 

In this lover’s hallowed temple, this soft bed. 

In such white robes, heaven’s angels used to be 
Received by men; thou angel bring’st with thee 

A heaven like Mohamet’s paradise; and though 


Il] spirits walk in white, we easily know. 


The Sun Rising 


Busy old fool, unruly sun, 
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Why dost thou thus, 

Through windows, and through curtains call on us? 
Must to thy motions lovers' seasons run? 

Saucy pedantic wretch, go chide 

Late school boys and sour prentices, 

Go tell court huntsmen that the king will ride, 
Call country ants to harvest offices, 

Love, all alike, no season knows nor clime, 

Nor hours, days, months, which are the rags of time. 
Thy beams, so reverend and strong 

Why shouldst thou think? 

I could eclipse and cloud them with a wink, 

But that I would not lose her sight so long; 

If her eyes have not blinded thine, 

Look, and tomorrow late, tell me, 

Whether both th' Indias of spice and mine 

Be where thou leftst them, or lie here with me. 
Ask for those kings whom thou saw'st yesterday, 
And thou shalt hear, All here in one bed lay. 
She's all states, and all princes, I, 

Nothing else is. 

Princes do but play us; compared to this, 

All honor's mimic, all wealth alchemy. 

Thou, sun, art half as happy as we, 

In that the world's contracted thus. 


Thine age asks ease, and since thy duties be 


Art & Eros Volume One - Spring 2019 Page 114 


To warm the world, that's done in warming us. 
Shine here to us, and thou art everywhere; 


This bed thy center is, these walls, thy sphere. 
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Works From the Ancient Era 
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The Lady and the Magpie 
(translated by Arthur Wayley from an anonymous 9h century Chinese poem) 


Lucky magpie, holy bird, what hateful lies you tell! 

Prove, if you can, that ever once your coming brought good luck. 

Once too often you have come, and this time I have caught you 

And shut you up in a golden cage, and will not let you talk. 

Lady, I came with kind intent and truly bring you joy; 

Little did I think you would hold me fast and lock me in a golden cage. 
If you really want that far-off man to come quickly home, 


Set me free; I will bear him word, flying through the grey clouds. 
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Lysistrata by Aristophanes 


Personna 


LYSISTRATA 
CALONICE and other minor characters 
MYRRINE 

LAMPITO 
MAGISTRATE 
CINESIAS 
STRATYLLIS 
ENVOYS 
ATHENIANS 
SPARTAN HERALD 
CHORUS OF MEN 
CHORUS OF WOMEN 


KKK K K K KK K K K K K K 


LYSISTRATA 


[stands alone with the Propylaea at her back. ] 


LYSISTRATA 

If they were trysting for a Bacchanal, 

A feast of Pan or Colias or Genetyllis, 

The tambourines would block the rowdy streets, 
But now there's not a woman to be seen 


Except — ah, yes — this neighbor of mine yonder. 
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[Enter CALONICE. ] 
Good day Calonice. 


CALONICE 

Good day Lysistrata. 

But what has vexed you so? Tell me, child. 

What are these black looks for? It doesn't suit you 


To knit your eyebrows up glumly like that. 


LYSISTRATA 
Calonice, it's more than I can bear, 
I am hot all over with blushes for our sex. 


Men say we're slippery rogues — 


CALONICE 


And aren't they right? 


LYSISTRATA 
Yet summoned on the most tremendous business 


For deliberation, still they snuggle in bed. 


CALONICE 

My dear, they'll come. It's hard for women, you know, 
To get away. There's so much to do; 

Husbands to be patted and put in good tempers: 


Servants to be poked out: children washed 
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Or soothed with lullays or fed with mouthfuls of pap. 


LYSISTRATA 


But I tell you, here's a far more weighty object. 


CALONICE 
What is it all about, dear Lysistrata, 
That you've called the women hither in a troop? 


What kind of an object is it? 


LYSISTRATA 


A tremendous thing! 


CALONICE 
And long? 


LYSISTRATA 


Indeed, it may be very lengthy. 


CALONICE 


Then why aren't they here? 


LYSISTRATA 

No man's connected with it; 

If that was the case, they'd soon come fluttering along. 
No, no. It concerns an object I've felt over 


And turned this way and that for sleepless nights. 
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CALONICE 


It must be fine to stand such long attention. 


LYSISTRATA 


So fine it comes to this--Greece saved by Woman! 


CALONICE 


By Woman? Wretched thing, I'm sorry for it. 


LYSISTRATA 
Our country's fate is henceforth in our hands: 


To destroy the Peloponnesians root and branch-- 


CALONICE 
What could be nobler! 


LYSISTRATA 
Wipe out the Boeotians — 


{The Boeotian eels were highly esteemed delicacies in Athens. } 


CALONICE 


Not utterly. Have mercy on the eels! 


LYSISTRATA 
But with regard to Athens, note I'm careful 


Not to say any of these nasty things; 
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Still, thought is free.... But if the women join us 


From Peloponnesus and Boeotia, then 


Hand in hand we'll rescue Greece. 


CALONICE 


How could we do 


Such a big wise deed? We women who dwell 


Quietly adorning ourselves in a back-room 
With gowns of lucid gold and gawdy toilets 
Of stately silk and dainty little slippers... 


LYSISTRATA 


These are the very armaments of the rescue. 


These crocus-gowns, this outlay of the best myrrh, 


Slippers, cosmetics dusting beauty, and robes 


With rippling creases of light. 


CALONICE 


Yes, but how? 


LYSISTRATA 


No man will lift a lance against another-- 


CALONICE 


I'll run to have my tunic dyed crocus. 


LYSISTRATA 
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Or take a shield — 


CALONICE 


I'll get a stately gown. 


LYSISTRATA 


Or unscabbard a sword-- 


CALONICE 


Let me buy a pair of slipper. 


LYSISTRATA 


Now, tell me, are the women right to lag? 


CALONICE 
They should have turned birds, 
they should have grown 


wings and flown. 


LYSISTRATA 

My friend, you'll see that they are true Athenians: 
Always too late. Why, there's not a woman 

From the shoreward demes arrived, 


not one from Salamis. 


CALONICE 


I know for certain they awoke at dawn, 
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And got their husbands up if not their boat sails. 


LYSISTRATA 
And I'd have staked my life the Acharnian dames 


Would be here first, yet they haven't come either! 


CALONICE 

Well anyhow there is Theagenes' wife 
We can expect--she consulted Hecate. 
But look, here are some at last, 

and more behind them. 


See ... where are they from? 


CALONICE 


From Anagyra they come. 


LYSISTRATA 


Yes, they generally manage to come first. 
[Enter MYRRHINE. | 


MYRRHINE 
Are we late, Lysistrata? ... 
What is that? 


Nothing to say? 


LYSISTRATA 
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I've not much to say for you, 


Myrrhine, dawdling on so vast an affair. 


MYRRHINE 
I couldn't find my girdle in the dark. 
But if the affair's so wonderful, 


tell us, what is it? 


LYSISTRATA 

No, let us stay a little longer till 
The Peloponnesian girls ... 

and the girls of Bocotia 


Are here to listen. 


MYRRHINE 
That's the best advice. 


Ah, there comes Lampito. 


[Enter LAMPITO] 


LYSISTRATA 

Welcome Lampito! 

Dear Spartan girl with a delightful face, 

Washed with the rosy spring, how fresh you look 
In the easy stride of your sleek slenderness, 


Why you could strangle a bull! 
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LAMPITO 
I think I could. 


It's free exercise and kicking high behind. 


LYSISTRATA 


What lovely breasts to own! 


LAMPITO 
Oo ... your fingers 
Assess them, ye tickler, with such tender chucks 


I feel as if I were an altar-victim. 


LYSISTRATA 


Who is this youngster? 


LAMPITO 


A Boeotian lady. 


LYSISTRATA 
There never was much undergrowth in Boeotia, 


Such a smooth place, and this girl takes after it. 


CALONICE 


Yes, I never saw a skin so primly kept. 


LYSISTRATA 
This girl? 
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LAMPITO 
A saucy open-looking thinker! 


She's a Corinthian. 


LYSISTRATA 
Yes, isn't she! 


Very open, in some ways particularly. 


LAMPITO 


But who's garred this Council o' Women to meet here? 


LYSISTRATA 


I have. 


LAMPITO 


Propound then what you want of us. 


MYRRHINE 


What is the amazing news you have to tell? 


LYSISTRATA 


I'll tell you, but first answer one small question. 


MYRRHINE 


As you like. 
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LYSISTRATA 

Are you not sad your children's fathers 

Go endlessly off soldiering afar 

In this plodding war? I am willing to wager 


There's not one here whose husband is at home. 


CALONICE 
Mine's been in Thrace, 
keeping an eye on Eucrates 


For five months past. 


MYRRHINE 
And mine left me for Pylos 


Seven months ago at least. 


LAMPITO 
And as for mine 
No sooner has he slipped out free the line 


He straps his shield and he's sneaked off again. 


LYSISTRATA 

And not the slightest glitter of a lover! 

And since the Milesians betrayed us, I've not seen 
The image of a single upright man 

To be a marble consolation to us. 

Now will you help me, if I find a means 


To stamp the war out. 
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MYRRHINE 
By the two Goddesses, Yes! 
I will though I've to pawn this very dress 


And drink the barter-money the same day. 


CALONICE 
And I too though I'm split up like a turbot 


And half is hacked off as the price of peace. 


LAMPITO 
And I too! Why, to get a peep at the shy thing 


I'd clamber up to the tip-top of Taygetus. 


LYSISTRATA 
Then I'll expose my mighty mystery. 
O women, if we would compel the men 


To bow to Peace, we must refrain-- 


MYRRHINE 
From what? 


O tell us! 


LYSISTRATA 


Will you truly do it then? 


MYRRHINE 
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We will, we will, if we must die for it. 


LYSISTRATA 

We must refrain from every depth of love.... 

Why do you turn your backs? Where are you going? 
Why do you bite your lips and shake your heads? 
Why are your faces blanched? Why do you weep? 


Will you or won't you, or what do you mean? 


MYRRHINE 


No, I won't do it. Let the war proceed. 


CALONICE 


No, I won't do it. Let the war proceed. 


LYSISTRATA 
You too, dear turbot, you that said just now 


You didn't mind being split right up in the least? 


CALONICE 
Anything else? O bid me walk in fire 
But do not rob us of that darling joy. 


What else is like it, dearest Lysistrata? 


LYSISTRATA 


And you? 
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MYRRHINE 


O please give me the fire instead. 


LYSISTRATA 

Lewd to the least drop in the tiniest vein, 

Our sex is fitly food for Tragic Poets, 

Our whole life's but a pile of kisses and babies. 
But, hardy Spartan, if you join with me 


All may be righted yet. O help me, help me. 


LAMPITO 

It's a sad, sad thing to ask of us, by the Twa, 

A girl to sleep her lane and never fill 

Love's lack except with makeshifts.... But let it be. 


Peace may be thought of first. 


LYSISTRATA 
My friend, my friend! 


The only one amid this herd of weaklings. 


CALONICE 
But if--which heaven forbid--we should refrain 


As you would have us, how is Peace induced? 


LYSISTRATA 
By the two Goddesses, now can't you see 


All we have to do is idly sit indoors 
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With smooth roses powdered on our cheeks, 

Our bodies burning naked through the folds 

Of shining Amorgos' silk, and meet the men 
With our dear Venus-plats plucked trim and neat. 
Their stirring love will rise up furiously, 

They'll beg our arms to open. That's our time! 
We'll disregard their knocking, beat them off— 
And they will soon be rabid for a Peace. 


I'm sure of it. 


LAMPITO 
Just as Menelaus, they say, 
Seeing the bosom of his naked Helen 


Flung down the sword. 


CALONICE 
But we'll be tearful fools 


If our husbands take us at our word and leave us. 


LYSISTRATA 
There's only left then, in Pherecrates' phrase, 


To flay a skinned dog -flay more our flayed desires. 


CALONICE 
Bah, proverbs will never warm a celibate. 
But what avail will your scheme be if the men 


Drag us for all our kicking on to the couch? 
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LYSISTRATA 


Cling to the doorposts. 


CALONICE 


But if they should force us? 


LYSISTRATA 

Yield then, but with a sluggish, cold indifference. 
There is no joy to them in sullen mating. 

Besides we have other ways to madden them; 
They cannot stand up long, and they've no delight 


Unless we fit their aim with merry succour. 


CALONICE 


Well if you must have it so, we'll all agree. 


LAMPITO 

For us I have no doubt. We can persuade 
Our men to strike a fair and decent Peace, 
But how will ye pitch out the battle-frenzy 


Of the Athenian populace? 


LYSISTRATA 
I promise you 


We'll wither up that curse. 
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LAMPITO 
I don't believe it. 
Not while they own and trireme oared an' rigged, 


Or a' those stacks and stacks and stacks Of siller. 


LYSISTRATA 

I've thought the whole thing out till there's no flaw. 
We shall surprise the Acropolis today: 

That is the duty set the older dames. 

While we sit here talking, they are to go 


And under pretence of sacrificing, seize it. 


LAMPITO 


Certie, that's fine; all's working for the best. 


LYSISTRATA 
Now quickly, Lampito, let us tie ourselves 
To this high purpose as tightly as the hemp of words 


Can knot together. 


LAMPITO 
Set out the terms in detail 


And we'll all swear to them. 


LYSISTRATA 
Of course.... Well then 


Where is our Scythianess? Why are you staring? 
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First lay the shield, boss downward, on the floor 


And bring the victim's inwards. 


CAILONICE 
But, Lysistrata, 


What is this oath that we're to swear? 


LYSISTRATA 
What oath! 
In Aeschylus they take a slaughtered sheep 


And swear upon a buckler. Why not we? 


CALONICE 


O Lysistrata, Peace sworn on a buckler! 


LYSISTRATA 


What oath would suit us then? 


CALONICE 

Something burden bearing 
Would be our best insignia... 
A white horse! 


Let's swear upon its entrails. 


LYSISTRATA 


A horse indeed! 
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CALONICE 


Then what will symbolize us? 


LYSISTRATA 

This, as I tell you— 

First set a great dark bowl upon the ground 
And disembowel a skin of Thasian wine, 


Then swear that we'll not add a drop of water. 


LAMPITO 


Ah, what oath could clink pleasanter than that! 


LYSISTRATA 


Bring me a bowl then and a skin of wine. 


CALONICE 
My dears, see what a splendid bowl it is; 


I'd not say No if asked to sip it off. 


LYSISTRATA 

Put down the bowl. Lay hands, all, on the victim. 
Sky Queen who givest the last word in arguments, 
And thee, O Bowl, dear comrade, we beseech: 


Accept our oblation and be propitious to us. 


CALONICE 


What healthy blood, la, how it gushes out! 
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LAMPITO 


An' what a pleasant fragrance through the air. 


LYSISTRATA 


Now, dears, if you will let me, I'll speak first. 


CALONICE 


Only if you draw the lot, by Aphrodite! 


LYSISTRATA 

SO, grasp the brim, you, Lampito, and all. 
You, Calonice, repeat for the rest 

Each word I say. Then you must all take oath 


And pledge your arms to the same stern conditions-- 


LYSISTRATA 


To husband or lover I'll not open arms 


CALONICE 


“To husband or lover I'll not open arms!’ 


LYSISTRATA 


Though love and denial may enlarge his charms. 


CALONICE 


“Though love and denial may enlarge his charms!’ 
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Oh, Oh my knees are failing me, Lysistrata! 


LYSISTRATA 


But still at home, ignoring him, I'll stay, 


CALONICE 


‘But still at home, ignoring him, I'll stay,’ 


LYSISTRATA 


Beautiful, clad in saffron silks all day. 


CALONICE 


‘Beautiful, clad in saffron silks all day.’ 


LYSISTRATA 


If then he seizes me by dint of force, 


CALONICE 


‘If then he seizes me by dint of force,’ 


LYSISTRATA 


I'll give him reason for a long remorse. 


CALONICE 


‘T'll give him reason for a long remorse.’ 


LYSISTRATA 
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I'll never lie and stare up at the ceiling, 


CALONICE 


‘T'll never lie and stare up at the ceiling,’ 


LYSISTRATA 


Nor like a lion on all fours go kneeling. 


CALONICE 


‘Nor like a lion on all fours go kneeling.’ 


LYSISTRATA 


If I keep faith, then bounteous cups be mine. 


CALONICE 


‘If I keep faith, then bounteous cups be mine.’ 


LYSISTRATA 


If not, to nauseous water change this wine. 


CALONICE 


‘If not, to nauseous water change this wine.’ 


LYSISTRATA 


Do you all swear to this? 


MYRRHINE 
Art & Eros Volume One - Spring 2019 Page 139 


We do, we do. 


LYSISTRATA 


Then I shall immolate the victim thus. 


[She drinks. ] 


CALONICE 
Here now, share fair, haven't we made a pact? 


Let's all quaff down that friendship in our turn. 


LAMPITO 


Hark, what caterwauling hubbub's that? 


LYSISTRATA 
As I told you, 
The women have appropriated the citadel. 


So, Lampito, dash off to your own land 


And raise the rebels there. These will serve as hostages, 


While we ourselves take our places in the ranks 


And drive the bolts right home. 


CALONICE 
But won't the men 


March straight against us? 


LYSISTRATA 
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And what if they do? 
No threat shall creak our hinges wide, no torch 
Shall light a fear in us; we will come out 


To Peace alone. 


CALONICE 
That's it, by Aphrodite! 


As of old let us seem hard and obdurate. 


LAMPITO 


and some go off; the others go up into the Acropolis. 
[Chorus of OLD MEN who enter to attack the captured Acropolis. ] 


Make room, Draces, move ahead; why your shoulder's chafed, I see, 
With lugging uphill these lopped branches of the olive-tree. 

How upside-down and wrong-way-round a long life sees things grow. 
Ah, Strymodorus, who'd have thought affairs could tangle so? 

The women whom at home we fed, 

Like witless fools, with fostering bread, 

Have impiously come to this— 

They've stolen the Acropolis, 

With bolts and bars our orders flout 


And shut us out. 


Come, Philurgus, bustle thither; lay our faggots on the ground, 


In neat stacks beleaguering the insurgents all around; 
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And the vile conspiratresses, plotters of such mischief dire, 

Pile and burn them all together in one vast and righteous pyre: 
Fling with our own hands Lycon's wife to fry in the thickest fire. 
By Demeter, they'll get no brag while I've a vein to beat! 
Cleomenes himself was hurtled out in sore defeat. 

His stiff-backed Spartan pride was bent. 

Out, stripped of all his arms, he went: 

A pigmy cloak that would not stretch 

To hide his rump (the draggled wretch), 

Six sprouting years of beard, the spilth 


Of six years’ filth. 


That was a siege! Our men were ranged in lines of seventeen deep 
Before the gates, and never left their posts there, even to sleep. 
Shall I not smite the rash presumption then of foes like these, 
Detested both of all the gods and of Euripides— 
Else, may the Marathon-plain not boast my trophied victories! 
Ah, now, there's but a little space 
To reach the place! 
A deadly climb it is, a tricky road 
With all this bumping load: 
A pack-ass soon would tire.... 
How these logs bruise my shoulders! further still 
Jog up the hill, 
And puff the fire inside, 
Or just as we reach the top we'll find it's died. 
Ough, phew! 
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I choke with the smoke. 

Lord Heracles, how acrid-hot 

Out of the pot 

This mad-dog smoke leaps, worrying me 
And biting angrily... 

"Tis Lemnian fire that smokes, 

Or else it would not sting my eyelids thus.... 
Haste, all of us; 

Athene invokes our aid. 

Laches, now or never the assault must be made! 
Ough, phew! 


I choke with the smoke. .. 


Thanked be the gods! 

The fire peeps up and crackles as it should. 
Now why not first slide off our backs 
these weary loads of wood 

And dip a vine-branch in the brazier 
till it glows, then straight 

Hurl it at the battering-ram 

against the stubborn gate? 

If they refuse to draw the bolts 

in immediate compliance, 

We'll set fire to the wood, 


and smoke will strangle their defiance. 


Phew, what a spluttering drench of smoke! 
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Come, now from off my back.... 

Is there no Samos-general to help me to unpack? 

Ah there, that's over! 

For the last time now it's galled my shoulder. 

Flare up thine embers, brazier, and dutifully smoulder, 
To kindle a brand, that I the first may strike the citadel. 
Aid me, Lady Victory, that a triumph-trophy may tell 


How we did anciently this insane audacity quell! 
[Chorus of Women] 


What's that rising yonder? That ruddy glare, that smoky skurry? 
O is it something in a blaze? Quick, quick, my comrades, hurry! 
Nicodice, helter-skelter! 

Or poor Calyce's in flames 

And Cratylla's stifled in the welter. 

O these dreadful old men 

And their dark laws of hate! 

There, I'm all of a tremble lest I turn out to be too late. 

I could scarcely get near to the spring though I rose before dawn, 
What with tattling of tongues and 


rattling of pitchers in one jostling din 


Still here at last the water's drawn 
And with it eagerly I run 


To help those of my friends who stand 
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In danger of being burned alive. 

For I am told a dribbling band 

Of greybeards hobble to the field, 
Great faggots in each palsied hand, 
As if a hot bath to prepare, 

And threatening that out they'll drive 
These wicked women ... 


or soon leave them charring into ashes there. 


O Goddess, suffer not, I pray, 

this harsh deed to be done, 

But show us Greece and Athens 

with their warlike acts repealed! 

For this alone, in this thy hold, 

Thou Goddess with the helm of gold, 

We laid hands on thy sanctuary, 

Athene.... Then our ally be 

And where they cast their fires of slaughter 


Direct our water! 


STRATYLLIS 
[he is caught] 


Let me go! 


WOMEN 
You villainous old men, 


what's this you do? 
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No honest man, 
no pious man, 


could do such things as you. 


MEN 
Ah ha, here's something most original, I have no doubt: 


A swarm of women sentinels to man the walls without. 


WOMEN 
So then we scare you, do we? Do we seem a fearful host? 


You only see the smallest fraction mustered at this post. 


MEN 
Ho, Phaedrias, shall we put a stop to all these chattering tricks? 


Suppose that now upon their backs we splintered these our sticks? 


WOMEN 

Let us lay down the pitchers, 
so our bodies will be free, 

In case these lumping fellows 


try to cause some injury. 


MEN 

O hit them hard and hit again 
and hit until they run away, 
And perhaps they'll learn, 


like Bupalus, not to have too much to say. 


Art & Eros Volume One - Spring 2019 Page 146 


WOMEN 
Come on, then — do it! I won't budge, but like a dog I'll bite 


At every little scrap of meat that dangles in my sight. 


MEN 


Be quiet, or I'll bash you out of any years to come. 


WOMEN 


Now you just touch Stratyllis with the top-joint of your thumb. 


MEN 


What vengeance can you take if with my fists your face I beat? 


WOMEN 


I'll rip you with my teeth and strew your entrails at your feet. 


MEN 
Now I appreciate Euripides' strange subtlety: 


Woman is the most shameless beast of all the beasts that be. 


WOMEN 


Rhodippe, come, and let's pick up our water-jars once more. 


MEN 


Ah cursed drab, what have you brought this water for? 
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WOMEN 


What is your fire for then, you smelly corpse? Yourself to burn? 


MEN 


To build a pyre and make your comrades ready for the urn. 


WOMEN 


And I've the water to put out your fire immediately. 


MEN 


What, you put out my fire? 


WOMEN 


Yes, sirrah, as you soon will see. 


MEN 


I don't know why I hesitate to roast you with this flame. 


WOMEN 


If you have any soap you'll go off cleaner than you came. 


MEN 


Cleaner, you dirty slut? 


WOMEN 


A nuptial-bath in which to lie! 
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MEN 


Did you hear that insolence? 


WOMEN 


I'm a free woman, I. 


MEN 


I'll make you hold your tongue. 


WOMEN 


Henceforth you'll serve in no more juries. 


MEN 


Burn off her hair for her. 


WOMEN 


Now forward, water, quench their furies! 


MEN 
O dear, O dear! 


WOMEN 


So... was it hot? 


MEN 
Hot! ... Enough, O hold. 
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WOMEN 


Watered, perhaps you'll bloom again--why not? 


MEN 


Brrr, I'm wrinkled up from shivering with cold. 


WOMEN 


Next time you've fire you'll warm yourself and leave us to our lot. 
[MAGISTRATE enters with attendant Scythians] 


MAGISTRATE 

Have the luxurious rites of the women glittered 
Their libertine show, their drumming tapped out crowds, 
The Sabazian Mysteries summoned their mob, 
Adonis been wept to death on the terraces, 

As I could hear the last day in the Assembly? 

For Demostratus--let bad luck befoul him— 

Was roaring, "We must sail for Sicily," 

While a woman, throwing herself about in a dance 
Lopsided with drink, was shrilling out "Adonis, 

Woe for Adonis." Then Demostratus shouted, 

"We must levy hoplites at Zacynthus," 

And there the woman, up to the ears in wine, 

Was screaming "Weep for Adonis" on the house-top, 


The scoundrelly politician, that lunatic ox, 
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Bellowing bad advice through tipsy shrieks: 


Such are the follies wantoning in them. 


MEN 

O if you knew their full effrontery! 

All of the insults they've done, besides sousing us 
With water from their pots to our public disgrace 


For we stand here wringing our clothes like grown-up infants. 


MAGISTRATE 

By Poseidon, justly done! For in part with us 

The blame must lie for dissolute behavior 

And for the pampered appetites they learn. 

Thus grows the seedling lust to blossoming: 

We go into a shop and say, "Here, goldsmith, 

You remember the necklace that you wrought my wife; 
Well, the other night in fervour of a dance 

Her clasp broke open. Now I'm off for Salamis; 

If you've the leisure, would you go tonight 

And stick a bolt-pin into her opened clasp." 
Another goes to a cobbler; a soldierly fellow, 
Always standing up erect, and says to him, 
"Cobbler, a sandal-strap of my wife's pinches her, 
Hurts her little toe in a place where she's sensitive. 
Come at noon and see if you can stretch out wider 
This thing that troubles her, loosen its tightness." 


And so you view the result. Observe my case— 
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I, a magistrate, come here to draw 

Money to buy oar-blades, and what happens? 

The women slam the door full in my face. 

But standing still's no use. Bring me a crowbar, 

And I'll chastise this their impertinence. 

What do you gape at, wretch, with dazzled eyes? 
Peering for a tavern, I suppose. 

Come, force the gates with crowbars, prise them apart! 


I'll prise away myself too.... 
[LYSISTRATA appears. ] 


LYSISTRATA 
Stop this banging. 
I'm coming of my own accord.... Why bars? 


It is not bars we need but common sense. 


MAGISTRATE 
Indeed, you slut! Where is the archer now? 


Arrest this woman, tie her hands behind. 


LYSISTRATA 
If he brushes me with a finger, by Artemis, 


The public menial, he'll be sorry for it. 


MAGISTRATE 


Are you afraid? Grab her about the middle. 
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Two of you then, lay hands on her and end it. 


CALONICE 
By Pandrosos I if your hand touches her 


I'll spread you out and trample on your guts. 


MAGISTRATE 
My guts! Where is the other archer gone? 


Bind that minx there who talks so prettily. 


MYRRHINE 
By Phosphor, if your hand moves out her way 


You'd better have a surgeon somewhere handy. 


MAGISTRATE 
You too! Where is that archer? Take that woman. 


I'll put a stop to these surprise-parties. 


STRATYLLIS 
By the Tauric Artemis, one inch nearer 


My fingers, and it's a bald man that'll be yelling. 


MAGISTRATE 

Tut tut, what's here? Deserted by my archers... 
But surely women never can defeat us; 

Close up your ranks, my Scythians. 


Forward at them. 
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LYSISTRATA 

By the Goddesses, you'll find that here await you 
Four companies of most pugnacious women 
Armed cap-a-pie from the topmost louring curl 


To the lowest angry dimple. 


MAGISTRATE 


On, Scythians, bind them. 


LYSISTRATA 

On, gallant allies of our high design, 

Vendors of grain-eggs-pulse-and-vegetables, 

Ye garlic-tavern-keepers of bakeries, 

Strike, batter, knock, hit, slap, and scratch our foes, 
Be finely imprudent, say what you think of them... 


Enough! retire and do not rob the dead. 


MAGISTRATE 


How basely did my archer-force come off. 


LYSISTRATA 
Ah, ha, you thought it was a herd of slaves 
You had to tackle, and you didn't guess 


The thirst for glory ardent in our blood. 
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MAGISTRATE 
By Apollo, I know well the thirst that heats you— 


Especially when a wine-skin's close. 


MEN 

You waste your breath, dear magistrate, I fear, in answering back. 
What's the good of argument with such a rampageous pack? 
Remember how they washed us down (these very clothes I wore) 


With water that looked nasty and that smelt so even more. 


WOMEN 

What else to do, since you advanced too dangerously nigh. 
If you should do the same again, I'll punch you in the eye. 
Though I'm a stay-at-home and most a quiet life enjoy, 
Polite to all and every (for I'm naturally coy), 


Still if you wake a wasps' nest then of wasps you must beware. 


MEN 

How may this ferocity be tamed? It grows too great to bear. 
Let us question them and find if they'll perchance declare 

The reason why they strangely dare 

To seize on Cranaos' citadel, 

This eyrie inaccessible, 

This shrine above the precipice, 

The Acropolis. 

Probe them and find what they mean with this idle talk; listen, 


but watch they don't try to deceive. 
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You'd be neglecting your duty most certainly if now this mystery 


unplumbed you leave. 


MAGISTRATE 

Women there! Tell what I ask you, directly... 

Come, without rambling, I wish you to state 

What's your rebellious intention in barring up thus on our noses 


our own temple-gate. 


LYSISTRATA 
To take first the treasury out of your management, and so stop the war 


through the absence of gold. 


MAGISTRATE 


Is gold then the cause of the war? 


LYSISTRATA 

Yes, gold caused it and miseries more, too many to be told. 

'Twas for money, and money alone, that Pisander with all of the army of 
mob-agitators. 

Raised up revolutions. But, as for the future, it won't be worth while 

to set up to be traitors. 

Not an obol they'll get as their loot, not an obol! while we have the 


treasure-chest in our command. 


MAGISTRATE 


What then is that you propose? 
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LYSISTRATA 


Just this--merely to take the exchequer henceforth in hand. 


MAGISTRATE 


The exchequer! 


LYSISTRATA 
Yes, why not? Of our capabilities you have had various clear evidences. 
Firstly remember we have always administered soundly the budget of all 


home-expenses. 


MAGISTRATE 


But this matter's different. 


LYSISTRATA 


How is it different? 


MAGISTRATE 


Why, it deals chiefly with war-time supplies. 


LYSISTRATA 


But we abolish war straight by our policy. 


MAGISTRATE 


What will you do if emergencies arise? 
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LYSISTRATA 


Face them our own way. 


MAGISTRATE 


What you will? 


LYSISTRATA 


Yes we will! 


MAGISTRATE 


Then there's no help for it; we're all destroyed. 


LYSISTRATA 


No, willy-nilly you must be safeguarded. 


MAGISTRATE 


What madness is this? 


LYSISTRATA 
Why, it seems you're annoyed. 


It must be done, that's all. 


MAGISTRATE 
Such awful oppression never, 


O never in the past yet I bore. 


LYSISTRATA 
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You must be saved, sirrah--that's all there is to it. 


MAGISTRATE 


If we don't want to be saved? 


LYSISTRATA 


All the more. 


MAGISTRATE 
Why do you women come prying 
and meddling in matters of state 


touching war-time and peace? 


LYSISTRATA 


That I will tell you. 


MAGISTRATE 


O tell me or quickly I'll-- 


LYSISTRATA 


Hearken awhile and from threatening cease. 


MAGISTRATE 


I cannot, I cannot; it's growing too insolent. 


WOMEN 


Come on; you've far more than we have to dread. 
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MAGISTRATE 
Stop from your croaking, old carrion-crow there... 


Continue. 


LYSISTRATA 

Be calm then and I'll go ahead. 

All the long years when the hopeless war dragged along we, 
unassuming, forgotten in quiet, 

Endured without question, endured in our loneliness all your incessant 
child's antics and riot. 

Our lips we kept tied, though aching with silence, though well all the 
while in our silence we knew 

How wretchedly everything still was progressing by listening dumbly 
The day long to you. 

For always at home you continued discussing the war and its politics 
loudly, and we 

Sometimes would ask you, our hearts deep with sorrowing though 
we spoke lightly, though happy to see, 

"What's to be inscribed on the side of the Treaty-stone 

What, dear, was said in the Assembly today?" 

"Mind your own business," he'd answer me growlingly 

"hold your tongue, woman, or else go away." 


And so I would hold it. 


WOMEN 


I'd not be silent for any man living on earth, no, not I! 


Art & Eros Volume One - Spring 2019 Page 160 


MAGISTRATE 


Not for a staff? 


LYSISTRATA 

Well, so I did nothing 

but sit in the house, feeling dreary, and sigh, 
While ever arrived some fresh tale 

of decisions more foolish by far and 
presaging disaster. 

Then I would say to him, 

"O my dear husband, why still do they rush on 
destruction the faster?" 

At which he would look at me sideways, 
exclaiming, "Keep for your web 

and your shuttle your care, 

Or for some hours hence 

your cheeks will be sore and hot; leave this 


alone, war is Man's sole affair!" 


MAGISTRATE 


By Zeus, but a man of fine sense, he. 


LYSISTRATA 
How sensible? 
You dotard, because he at no time had lent 


His intractable ears to absorb 
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from our counsel one temperate word of 
advice, kindly meant? 

But when at the last in the streets 

we heard shouted (everywhere ringing 
the ominous cry) 

"Is there no one to help us, 

no saviour in Athens?" and, "No, there is 
no one," come back in reply. 

At once a convention of all wives 
through Hellas here for a serious 
purpose was held, 

To determine how husbands 

might yet back to wisdom despite their 
reluctance in time be compelled. 

Why then delay any longer? 

It's settled. For the future you'll take 

up our old occupation. 

Now in turn you're to hold tongue, 

as we did, and listen while we show 


the way to recover the nation. 


MAGISTRATE 
You talk to us! 
Why, you're mad. 


TIl not stand it. 


LYSISTRATA 
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Cease babbling, you fool; till I end, hold your tongue. 


MAGISTRATE 
If I should take orders from one 
who wears veils, may my 


neck straightaway be deservedly wrung. 


LYSISTRATA 

O if that keeps pestering you, 
I've a veil here for your hair, 
I'll fit you out in everything 


As is only fair. 


CALONICE 


Here's a spindle that will do. 


MYRRHINE 


I'll add a wool-basket too. 


LYSISTRATA 

Girdled now sit humbly at home, 
Munching beans, while you card wool 
and comb. For war from now on 


is the Women's affair. 


WOMEN. 


Come then, down pitchers, all, 
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And on, courageous of heart, 
In our comradely venture 


Each taking her due part. 


I could dance, dance, dance, and be fresher after, 

I could dance away numberless suns, 

To no weariness let my knees bend. 

Earth I could brave with laughter, 

Having such wonderful girls here to friend. 

O the daring, the gracious, the beautiful ones! 

Their courage unswerving and witty 

Will rescue our city. 

O sprung from the seed of most valiant-wombed grand-mothers, 
scions of savage and dangerous nettles! 

Prepare for the battle, all. Gird up your angers. Our way 


the wind of sweet victory settles. 


LYSISTRATA 

O tender Eros and Lady of Cyprus, some flush of beauty I 
pray you devise 

To flash on our bosoms and, O Aphrodite, rosily gleam on 
our valorous thighs! 

Joy will raise up its head through the legions warring and 
all of the far-serried ranks of mad-love 

Bristle the earth to the pillared horizon, pointing in vain to 
the heavens above. 


I think that perhaps then they'll give us our title — Peace-makers. 
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MAGISTRATE 


What do you mean? Please explain. 


LYSISTRATA 
First, we'll not see you now flourishing arms about into the 


Marketing-place clang again. 


WOMEN 


No, by the Paphian. 


LYSISTRATA 
Still I can conjure them as past were the herbs stand or crockery's sold 
Like Corybants jingling (poor sots) fully armoured, they noisily round 


on their promenade strolled. 


MAGISTRATE 


And rightly; that's discipline, they — 


LYSISTRATA 

But what's sillier than to go on an errand of buying a fish 
Carrying along an immense, gorgon-buckler 

instead of the usual platter or dish? 

A phylarch I lately saw, mounted on horse-back, 

dressed for the part with long ringlets and all, 

Stow in his helmet the omelet bought steaming 


from an old woman who kept a food-stall. 
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Nearby a soldier, a Thracian, was shaking wildly 
his spear like Tereus in the play, 
To frighten a fig-girl while unseen 


the ruffian filched from her fruit-trays the ripest away. 


MAGISTRATE 
How, may I ask, will your rule re-establish order 


and justice in lands so tormented? 


LYSISTRATA 


Nothing is easier. 


MAGISTRATE 


Out with it speedily — what is this plan that you boast you've invented? 


LYSISTRATA 

If, when yarn we are winding, It chances to tangle, 
then, as perchance you may know, through the skein 
This way and that still the spool we keep passing 
till it is finally clear all again: 

So to untangle the War and its errors, 

ambassadors out on all sides we will send 

This way and that, here, there and round about 


— the soon you will find that the war has an end. 


MAGISTRATE 


So with these trivial tricks of the household, 
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domestic analogies of threads, skeins and spools, 
You think that you'll solve such a bitter complexity, 


unwind such political problems, you fools! 


LYSISTRATA 

Well, first as we wash dirty wool so's to cleanse it, 

so with a pitiless zeal we will scrub 

Through the whole city for all greasy fellows; burrs too, 

the parasites, off we will rub. 

That verminous plague of insensate place-seekers 

soon between thumb and forefinger we'll crack. 

All who inside Athens' walls have their dwelling into one 

great common basket we'll pack. 

Disenfranchised or citizens, allies or aliens, pell-mell the lot of them 
in we will squeeze. 

Till they discover humanity's meaning.... As for disjointed and far 
colonies, 

Them you must never from this time imagine as scattered 

about just like lost hanks of wool. 

Each portion we'll take and wind in to this centre, inward to Athens 
each loyalty pull, 

Till from the vast heap where all's piled together at last can be woven 


a strong Cloak of State. 


MAGISTRATE 
How terrible is it to stand here and 


watch them carding and winding at 
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will with our fate, 


Witless in war as they are. 


LYSISTRATA 
What of us then, who ever in vain for our children must weep 


borne but to perish afar and in vain? 


MAGISTRATE 


Not that, O let that one memory sleep! 


LYSISTRATA 

Then while we should be companioned 

still merrily, happy as brides may, the livelong night, 
Kissing youth by, we are forced to lie single.... 

But leave for a moment our pitiful plight, 

It hurts even more to behold the poor maidens 


helpless wrinkling in staler virginity. 


MAGISTRATE 


Does not a man age? 


LYSISTRATA 

Not in the same way. Not as a woman grows withered, grows he. 
He, when returned from the war, though grey-headed, yet 

if he wishes can choose out a wife. 

But she has no solace save peering for omens, wretched and 


lonely the rest of her life. 
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MAGISTRATE 


But the old man will often select-- 


LYSISTRATA 

O why not finish and die? 

A bier is easy to buy, 

A honey-cake I'll knead you with joy, 


This garland will see you are decked. 


CALONICE 


I've a wreath for you too. 


MYRRHINE 


Į also will fillet you. 


LYSISTRATA 
What more is lacking? Step aboard the boat. 
See, Charon shouts ahoy. 


You're keeping him, he wants to shove afloat. 


MAGISTRATE 
Outrageous insults! Thus my place to flout! 
Now to my fellow-magistrates I'll go 


And what you've perpetrated on me show. 


LYSISTRATA 
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Why are you blaming us for laying you out? 
Assure yourself we'll not forget to make 


The third day offering early for your sake. 


MAGISTRATE 


[leaves] 


LYSISTRATA 


[returns] 


OLD MEN. 

All men who call your loins your own, awake at last, arise 
and strip to stand in readiness. For as it seems to me 

some more perilous offensive in their heads they now devise. 
I'm sure a Tyranny lke that of Hippias 

In this I detect... 

They mean to put us under themselves I suspect, 

and that Laconians assembling at Cleisthenes' house have played 
a trick-of-war and provoked them madly to raid 

the Treasury, in which term I include 

the Pay for my food. 

for is it not preposterous 

they should talk this way to us 


on a subject such as battle! 


And, women as they are, about bronze bucklers dare prattle— 


make alliance with the Spartans--people I for one 
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like very hungry wolves would always most sincere shun.... 
Some dirty game is up their sleeve, I believe. 

A Tyranny, no doubt... but they won't catch me, that know. 
Henceforth on my guard I'll go, 

a sword with myrtle-branches wreathed for ever in my hand, 
and under arms in the Public Place I'll take my watchful stand, 
shoulder to shoulder with Aristogeiton. Now my staff I'll draw 


and start at once by knocking that shocking hag upon the jaw. 


WOMEN. 

Your own mother will not know you when you get back to the town. 
But first, my friends and allies, let us lay these garments down, 
And all ye fellow-citizens, hark to me while I tell 

What will aid Athens well. 

Just as is right, for I have been a sharer 

In all the lavish splendor of the proud city. 

I bore the holy vessels at seven, then 

I pounded barley at the age of ten, 

and clad in yellow robes, soon after this, 

I was Little Bear to Brauronian Artemis; 

Then neckletted with figs, grown tall and pretty, 

I was a Basket-bearer, and so it's obvious I should 


give you advice that I think good, the very best I can. 


It should not prejudice my voice that I'm not born a man, 
if I say something advantageous to the present situation. 


for I'm taxed too, and as a toll provide men for the nation 
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while, miserable greybeards, you, it is true, 

contribute nothing of any importance whatever to our needs; 

but the treasure raised against the Medes 

you've squandered, and do nothing in return, save that you make 
our lives and persons hazardous by some imbecile mistakes 
what can you answer? Now be careful, don't arouse my spite, 


or with my slipper I'll take you napping, faces slapping, left and right. 


MEN. 

What villainies they contrive! 

Come, let vengeance fall, 

You that below the waist are still alive, 

Off with your tunics at my call— 

Naked, all. 

For a man must strip to battle like a man. 

No quaking, brave steps taking, careless what's ahead, white shoed, 
in the nude, onward bold, 

All ye who garrisoned Leipsidrion of old.... 

Let each one wag 

As youthfully as he can, 

And if he has the cause at heart 

Rise at least a span. 

We must take a stand and keep to it, 

For if we yield the smallest bit 

To their importunity. 

Then nowhere from their inroads will be left to us immunity. 


But they'll be building ships and soon their navies will attack us, 
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As Artemisia did, and seek to fight us and to sack us. 

And if they mount, the Knights they'll rob 

Of a job, 

For everyone knows how talented they all are in the saddle, 

Having long practised how to straddle; 

No matter how they're jogged there up and down, they're never thrown. 
Then think of Myron's painting, and each horse-backed Amazon 

In combat hand-to-hand with men.... Come, on these women fall, 

And in pierced wood-collars let's stick 

Quick 


The necks of one and all. 


WOMEN. 

Don't cross me or I'll loose 

The Beast that's kennelled here... 

And soon you will be howling for a truce, 

Howling out with fear. 

But my dear, 

Strip also, that women may battle unhindered... 

But you, you'll be too sore to eat garlic more, or one black bean, 
I really mean, so great's my spleen, to kick you black and blue 
With these my dangerous legs. 

I'll hatch the lot of you, 

If my rage you dash on, 

The way the relentless Beetle 

Hatched the Eagle's eggs. 


Scornfully aside I set 
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Every silly old-man threat 

While Lampito's with me. 

Or dear Ismenia, the noble Theban girl. Then let decree 

Be hotly piled upon decree; in vain will be your labours, 
You futile rogue abominated by your suffering neighbor 
To Hecate's feast I yesterday went. 

Off I sent 

To our neighbours in Boeotia, asking as a gift to me 

For them to pack immediately 

That darling dainty thing ... a good fat eel { Vida Supra} 

I meant of course; 

But they refused because some idiotic old decree's in force. 
O this strange passion for decrees nothing on earth can check, 
Till someone puts a foot out tripping you, 

and slipping you 

Break your neck. 


LYSISTRATA 


[Enters ... in dismay] 


WOMEN 
Dear Mistress of our martial enterprise, 


Why do you come with sorrow in your eyes? 


LYSISTRATA 
O 'tis our naughty femininity, 


So weak in one spot, that hath saddened me. 
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WOMEN 
What's this? Please speak. 


LYSISTRATA 


Poor women, O so weak! 


WOMEN 


What can it be? Surely your friends may know. 


LYSISTRATA 


Yea, I must speak it though it hurt me so. 


WOMEN 


Speak; can we help? Don't stand there mute in need. 


LYSISTRATA 


I'll blurt it out then--our women's army's mutinied. 


WOMEN 


O Zeus! 


LYSISTRATA 

What use is Zeus to our anatomy? 
Here is the gaping calamity I meant: 
I cannot shut their ravenous appetites 


A moment more now. They are all deserting. 


Art & Eros Volume One - Spring 2019 Page 175 


The first I caught was sidling through the postern 
Close by the Cave of Pan: the next hoisting herself 
With rope and pulley down: a third on the point 
Of slipping past: while a fourth malcontent, seated 
For instant flight to visit Orsilochus 

On bird-back, I dragged off by the hair in time... 
They are all snatching excuses to sneak home. 


Look, there goes one.... Hey, what's the hurry? 


1ST WOMAN 
I must get home. I've some Milesian wool 


Packed wasting away, and moths are pushing through it. 


LYSISTRATA 


Fine moths indeed, I know. Get back within. 


1ST WOMAN 
By the Goddesses, I'll return instantly. 


I only want to stretch it on my bed. 


LYSISTRATA 


You shall stretch nothing and go nowhere either. 


1ST WOMAN 


Must I never use my wool then? 


LYSISTRATA 
Art & Eros Volume One - Spring 2019 Page 176 


If needs be. 


2ND WOMAN 
How unfortunate Iam! O my poor flax! 


It's left at home unstript. 


LYSISTRATA 
So here's another 
That wishes to go home and strip her flax. 


Inside again! 


2ND WOMAN 
No, by the Goddess of Light, 


I'll be back as soon as I have flayed it properly. 


LYSISTRATA 
You'll not flay anything. For if you begin 


There'll not be one here but has a patch to be flayed. 


3RD WOMAN 
O holy Eilithyia, stay this birth 


Till I have left the precincts of the place! 


LYSISTRATA 


What nonsense is this? 


3RD WOMAN 
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I'll drop it any minute. 


LYSISTRATA 


Yesterday you weren't with child. 


3RD WOMAN 
But I am today. 
O let me find a midwife, Lysistrata. 


O quickly! 


LYSISTRATA 
Now what story is this you tell? 


What is this hard lump here? 


3RD WOMAN 


It's a male child. 


LYSISTRATA 

By Aphrodite, it isn't. Your belly's hollow, 

And it has the feel of metal.... Well, I soon can see. 
You hussy, it's Athene's sacred helm, 


And you said you were with child. 


3RD WOMAN 


And so I am. 


LYSISTRATA 
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Then why the helm? 


3RD WOMAN 
So if the throes should take me 
Still in these grounds I could use it like a dove 


As a laying-nest in which to drop the child. 


LYSISTRATA 
More pretexts! You can't hide your clear intent, 
And anyway why not wait till the tenth day 


Meditating a brazen name for your brass brat? 


WOMAN 
And I can't sleep a wink. My nerve is gone 


Since I saw that snake-sentinel of the shrine. 


WOMAN 
And all those dreadful owls with their weird hooting! 


Though I'm wearied out, I can't close an eye. 


LYSISTRATA 

You wicked women, cease from juggling lies. 
You want your men. But what of them as well? 
They toss as sleepless in the lonely night, 

I'm sure of it. Hold out awhile, hold out, 

But persevere a teeny-weeny longer. 


An oracle has promised Victory 
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If we don't wrangle. Would you hear the words? 


WOMEN 


Yes, yes, what is it? 


LYSISTRATA 

Silence then, you chatterboxes. 

Here ... 
Whenas the swallows flocking in one place from the hoopoes 
Deny themselves love's gambols any more, 
All woes shall then have ending and great Zeus the Thunderer 


Shall put above what was below before. 


WOMEN 


Will the men then always be kept under us? 


LYSISTRATA 
But if the swallows squabble among themselves and fly away 
Out of the temple, refusing to agree, 
Then The Most Wanton Birds in all the World 


They shall be named for ever. That's his decree. 


WOMAN 


It's obvious what it means. 


LYSISTRATA 


Now by all the gods 
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We must let no agony deter from duty, 
Back to your quarters. For we are base indeed, 


My friends, if we betray the oracle. 
[She exits. ] 


OLD MEN. 

I'd like to remind you of a fable they used to employ, 
When I was a little boy: 

How once through fear of the marriage-bed a young man, 
Melanion by name, to the wilderness ran, 

And there on the hills he dwelt. 

For hares he wove a net 

Which with his dog he set— 

Most likely he's there yet. 

For he never came back home, so great was the fear he felt. 
I loathe the sex as much as he, 

And therefore I no less shall be 


As chaste as was Melanion. 


MAN 


Grann'am, do you much mind men? 


WOMAN 


Onions you won't need, to cry. 


MAN 
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From my foot you shan't escape. 


WOMAN 


What thick forests I espy. 


MEN 

So much Myronides' fierce beard 

And thundering black back were feared, 
That the foe fled when they were shown— 


Brave he as Phormion. 


WOMEN. 

Well, I'll relate a rival fable just to show to you 

A different point of view: 

There was a rough-hewn fellow, Timon, with a face 
That glowered as through a thorn-bush in a wild, bleak place. 
He too decided on flight, 

This very Furies’ son, 

All the world's ways to shun 

And hide from everyone, 

Spitting out curses on all knavish men to left and right. 
But though he reared this hate for men, 

He loved the women even then, 


And never thought them enemies. 


WOMAN 


O your jaw I'd like to break. 
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MAN 


That I fear do you suppose? 


WOMAN 


Learn what kicks my legs can make. 


MAN 


Raise them up, and you'll expose-- 


WOMAN 

Nay, you'll see there, I engage, 
All is well kept despite my age, 
And tended smooth enough to slip 


From any adversary's grip. 


LYSISTRATA 


[Enters] 


LYSISTRATA 
Hello there, hasten hither to me 


Skip fast along. 


WOMAN 
What is this? Why the noise? 


LYSISTRATA 
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A man, a man! I spy a frenzied man! 
He carries Love upon him like a staff. 
O Lady of Cyprus, and Cythera, and Paphos, 


I beseech you, keep our minds and hands to the oath. 


WOMAN 


Where is he, whoever he is? 


LYSISTRATA 
By the Temple of Chloe. 


WOMAN 


Yes, now I see him, but who can he be? 


LYSISTRATA 


Look at him. Does anyone recognize his face? 


MYRRHINE 


I do. He is my husband, Cinesias. 


LYSISTRATA 

You know how to work. Play with him, lead him on, 
Seduce him to the cozening-point--kiss him, kiss him, 
Then slip your mouth aside just as he's sure of it, 
Ungirdle every caress his mouth feels at 


Save that the oath upon the bowl has locked. 
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MYRRHINE 


You can rely on me. 


LYSISTRATA 

I'll stay here to help 

In working up his ardor to its height 
Of vain magnificence... 


The rest to their quarters. 


CINESIAS. 


Enter} 


Enter CINESIAS. 


Who is this that stands within our lines? 


CINESIAS 
I. 


LYSISTRATA 


A man? 


CINESIAS 


Too much a man! 


LYSISTRATA 


Then be off at once. 


Art & Eros Volume One - Spring 2019 Page 185 


CINESIAS 


Who are you that thus eject me? 


LYSISTRATA 


Guard for the day. 


CINESIAS 
By all the gods, then call Myrrhine hither. 


LYSISTRATA 


So, call Myrrhine hither! Who are you? 


CINESIAS 


I am her husband Cinesias, son of Anthros. 


LYSISTRATA 

Welcome, dear friend! That glorious name of yours 
Is quite familiar in our ranks. Your wife 
Continually has it in her mouth. 

She cannot touch an apple or an egg 


But she must say, "This to Cinesias!" 


CINESIAS 


O is that true? 


LYSISTRATA 
By Aphrodite, it is. 
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If the conversation strikes on men, your wife 


Cuts in with, "All are boobies by Cinesias." 


CINESIAS 


Then call her here. 


LYSISTRATA 


And what am I to get? 


CINESIAS 
This, if you want it.... See, what I have here. 


But not to take away. 


LYSISTRATA 
Then I'll call her. 


CINESIAS 

Be quick, be quick. All grace is wiped from life 
Since she went away. O sad, sad am I 

When there I enter on that loneliness, 

And wine is unvintaged of the sun's flavor. 


And food is tasteless. But I've put on weight. 


MYRRHINE (above) 
I love him O so much! but he won't have it. 


Don't call me down to him. 
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CINESIAS 
Sweet little Myrrhine! 


What do you mean? Come here. 


MYRRHINE 
O no I won't. 


Why are you calling me? You don't want me. 


CINESIAS 


Not want you! with this week-old strength of love. 


MYRRHINE 


Farewell. 


CINESIAS 


Don't go, please don't go, Myrrhine. 


At least you'll hear our child. Call your mother, lad. 


CHILD 


Mummy ... mummy ... mummy! 


CINESIAS 
There now, don't you feel pity for the child? 


He's not been fed or washed now for six days. 


MYRRHINE 


I certainly pity him with so heartless a father. 
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CINESIAS 


Come down, my sweetest, come for the child's sake. 


MYRRHINE 
A trying life it is to be a mother! 


I suppose I'd better go. 
[She comes down] 


CINESIAS 

How much younger she looks, 

How fresher and how prettier! Myrrhine, 

Lift up your lovely face, your disdainful face; 

And your ankle ... let your scorn step out its worst; 


It only rubs me to more ardor here. 


MYRRHINE 


[playing with the child] 


You're as innocent as he's iniquitous. 


Let me kiss you, honey-petting, mother's darling. 


CINESIAS 
How wrong to follow other women's counsel 
And let loose all these throbbing voids in yourself 


As well as in me. Don't you go throb-throb? 
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MYRRHINE 


Take away your hands. 


CINESIAS 
Everything in the house 


Is being ruined. 


MYRRHINE 


I don't care at all. 


CINESIAS 
The roosters are picking all your web to rags. 


Do you mind that? 


MYRRHINE 
Not I. 


CINESIAS 
What time we've wasted 
We might have drenched with Paphian laughter, flung 


On Aphrodite's Mysteries. O come here. 


MYRRHINE 


Not till a treaty finishes the war. 


CINESIAS 
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If you must have it, then we'll get it done. 


MYRRHINE 


Do it and I'll come home. Till then I am bound. 


CINESIAS 


Well, can't your oath perhaps be got around? 


MYRRHINE 


No... no ... still I'll not say that I don't love you. 


CINESIAS 


You love me! Then dear girl, let me also love you. 


MYRRHINE 


You must be joking. The boy's looking on. 


CINESIAS 
Here, Manes, take the child home!... There, he's gone. 


There's nothing in the way now. Come to the point. 


MYRRHINE 


Here in the open! In plain sight? 


CINESIAS 
In Pan's cave. 


A splendid place. 
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MYRRHINE 
Where shall I dress my hair again 


Before returning to the citadel? 


CINESIAS 


You can easily primp yourself in the Clepsydra. 


MYRRHINE 


But how can I break my oath? 


CINESIAS 
Leave that to me, 


TII take all risk. 


MYRRHINE 


Well, I'll make you comfortable. 


CINESIAS 


Don't worry. I'd as soon lie on the grass. 
MYRRHINE 
No, by Apollo, in spite of all your faults 


I won't have you lying on the nasty earth. 


[keeps on going off to fetch things. | 
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CINESIAS 


Ah, how she loves me. 


MYRRHINE 


Rest there on the bench, 


While I arrange my clothes. O what a nuisance, 


I must find some cushions first. 


CINESIAS 
Why some cushions? 


Please don't get them! 


MYRRHINE 
What? The plain, hard wood? 


Never, by Artemis! That would be too vulgar. 


CINESIAS 


Open your arms! 


MYRRHINE 


No. Wait a second. 


CINESIAS 
O.... 


Then hurry back again. 


MYRRHINE 
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Here the cushions are. 
Lie down while I go dear! 
But what a shame, 


You need more pillows. 


CINESIAS 


I don't want them, dear. 


MYRRHINE 


But I do. 


CINESIAS 
Thwarted affection mine, 


They treat you just like Heracles at a feast 


With cheats of dainties, O disappointing arms! 


MYRRHINE 


Raise up your head. 


CINESIAS 


There, that's everything at last. 


MYRRHINE 


Yes, all. 


CINESIAS 


Then run to my arms, you golden girl. 
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MYRRHINE 
I'm loosening my girdle now. But you've not forgotten? 


You're not deceiving me about the Treaty? 


CINESIAS 


No, by my life, I'm not. 


MYRRHINE 


Why, you've no blanket. 


CINESIAS 


It's not the silly blanket's warmth but yours I want. 


MYRRHINE 


Never mind. You'll soon have both. I'll come straight back. 


CINESIAS 


The woman will choke me with her coverlets. 


MYRRHINE 


Get up a moment. 


CINESIAS 


I'm up high enough. 


MYRRHINE 
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Would you like me to perfume you? 


CINESIAS 


By Apollo, no! 


MYRRHINE 


By Aphrodite, I'll do it anyway. 


CINESIAS 


Lord Zeus, may she soon use up all the myrrh. 


MYRRHINE 


Stretch out your hand. Take it and rub it in. 


CINESIAS 
Hmm, it's not as fragrant as might be; that is, 


Not before it's smeared. It doesn't smell of kisses. 


MYRRHINE 


How silly I am: I've brought you Rhodian scents. 


CINESIAS 


It's good enough, leave it, love. 


MYRRHINE 


You must be jesting. 
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CINESIAS 


Plague rack the man who first compounded scent! 


MYRRHINE 
Here, take this flask. 


CINESIAS 
I've a far better one. 


Don't tease me, come here, and get nothing more. 


MYRRHINE 
I'm coming... I'm just drawing off my shoes... 


You're sure you will vote for Peace? 


CINESIAS 
T'll think about it. 


[She runs off: | 


I'm dead: the woman's worn me all away. 


She's gone and left me with an anguished pulse. 


MEN 

Baulked in your amorous delight 
How melancholy is your plight. 
With sympathy your case I view; 


For I am sure it's hard on you. 
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What human being could sustain 
This unforeseen domestic strain, 
And not a single trace 


Of willing women in the place! 


CINESIAS 


O Zeus, what throbbing suffering! 


MEN 
She did it all, the harlot, she 


With her atrocious harlotry. 


WOMEN 


Nay, rather call her darling-sweet. 


MEN 


What, sweet? She's a rude, wicked thing. 


CINESIAS 

A wicked thing, as I repeat. 

O Zeus, O Zeus, 

Canst Thou not suddenly let loose 

Some twirling hurricane to tear 

Her flapping up along the air 

And drop her, when she's whirled around, 
Here to the ground 


Neatly impaled upon the stake 
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That's ready upright for her sake. 


[He goes out.] 


SPARTAN HERALD. 


[Enter] 


MAGISTRATE 


[comes forward.]| 


HERALD 
What here gabs the Senate and the Prytanes? 


I've fetched dispatches for them. 


MAGISTRATE 
Are you a man 


Or a monstrosity? 


HERALD 
My scrimp-brained lad, 
I'm a herald, as you see, who has come free Sparta 


Annpincing a Peace. 


MAGISTRATE 
Then why do you hide that lance 


That sticks out under your arms? 
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HERALD. 


I've brought no lance. 


MAGISTRATE 
Then why do you turn aside and hold your cloak 
So far out from your body? Is your groin swollen 


With stress of travelling? 


HERALD 
By Castor, I'll swear 


The man is wood. 


MAGISTRATE 
Indeed, your cloak is wide, 


My rascal fellow. 


HERALD 
But I tell you No! 


He knows of flairing! 


MAGISTRATE 


Well, what is it then? 


HERALD 


It's my dispatch cane. 


MAGISTRATE 
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Of course--a Spartan cane! 
But speak right out. I know all this too well. 


Are new privations springing up in Sparta? 


HERALD 
Yes, hard as could be: in lofty lusty columns 


Our allies stand united. We men get Pellene. 


MAGISTRATE 


Whence has this evil come? Is it from Pan? 


HERALD 
No. Lampito first ran after, then the others 
Sprinted after her example, and blocked, the hussies, 


Their canes unskaithed against our every flesh. 


MAGISTRATE 
What did you do? 


HERALD 

We are broken, and bent double, 

Limp like men carrying lanterns in great winds 
About the city. They would let us even 

With lightest neif skim their primsie pretties 


Till we have concluded Peace-terms with Hellas. 


MAGISTRATE 
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So the conspiracy is universal; 

This proves it. Then return to Sparta. Bid them 
Send envoys with full powers to treat of Peace; 
And I will urge the Senate here to choose 
Plenipotentiary ambassadors, 


As argument adducing this connection. 


HERALD 


I'm off. Your wisdom none could contravert. 


[They retire. | 


MEN 
There is no beast, no rush of fire, like woman so untamed. 


She calmly goes her way where even panthers would be shamed. 


WOMEN 
And yet you are fool enough, it seems, to dare to war with me, 


When for your faithful ally you might win me easily. 


MEN 


Never could the hate I feel for womankind grow less. 


WOMEN 

Then have your will. But I'll take pity on your nakedness. 
For I can see just how ridiculous you look, and so 

Will help you with your tunic if close up I now may go. 
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MEN 
Well, that, by Zeus, is no scoundrel-deed, I frankly will admit. 


I only took them off myself in a scoundrel raging-fit. 


WOMEN 
Now you look sensible, and that you're men no one could doubt. 
If you were but good friends again, I'd take the insect out 


That hurts your eye. 


MEN 
Is that what's wrong? That nasty bitie thing. 
Please squeeze it out, and show me what it is that makes this sting. 


It's been paining me a long while now. 


WOMEN 
Well I'll agree to that, 
Although you're most unmannerly. O what a giant gnat. 


Here, look! It comes from marshy Tricorysus, I can tell. 


MEN 
O thank you. It was digging out a veritable well. 


Now that it's gone, I can't hold back my tears. See how they fall. 


WOMEN 


I'll wipe them off, bad as you are, and kiss you after all. 
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MEN 


I won't be kissed. 


WOMEN 


O yes, you will. Your wishes do not matter. 


MEN 

O botheration take you all! How you cajole and flatter. 

A hell it is to live with you; to live without, a hell: 

How truly was that said. But come, these enmities let's quell. 
You stop from giving orders and I'll stop from doing wrong. 


So let's join ranks and seal our bargain with a choric song. 


CHORUS. 

Athenians, it's not our intention 

To sow political dissension 

By giving any scandal mention; 

But on the contrary to promote good feeling in the state 
By word and deed. We've had enough calamities of late. 
So let a man or woman but divulge 

They need a trifle, say, 

Two minas, three or four, 

I've purses here that bulge. 

There's only one condition made 

(Indulge my whim in this I pray)— 

When Peace is signed once more, 


On no account am I to be repaid. 
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And I'm making preparation 

For a gay select collation 

With some youths of reputation. 

I've managed to produce some soup and they're slaughtering for me 
A sucking-pig: its flesh should taste as tender as could be. 
I shall expect you at my house today. 

To the baths make an early visit, 

And bring your children along; 

Don't dawdle on the way. 

Ask no one; enter as if the place 

Was all your own--yours henceforth is it. 

If nothing chances wrong, 


The door will then be shut bang in your face. 
The SPARTAN AMBASSADORS approach. 


CHORUS 
Here come the Spartan envoys with long, worried beards. 
Hail, Spartans how do you fare? 


Did anything new arise? 


SPARTANS 


No need for a clutter o' words. Do ye see our condition? 


CHORUS 


The situation swells to greater tension. 
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Something will explode soon. 


SPARTANS 
It's the awful truth. 
But come, let us with the best speed we may 


Scribble a Peace. 


CHORUS 

I notice that our men 

Like wrestlers poised for contest, hold their clothes\ 
Out from their bellies. An athlete's malady! 


Since exercise alone can bring relief. 


ATHENIANS 
Can anyone tell us where Lysistrata is? 
There is no need to describe our men's condition, 


It shows up plainly enough. 


CHORUS 
It's the same disease. 


Do you feel a jerking throbbing in the morning? 


ATHENIANS 
By Zeus, yes! In these straits, I'm racked all through. 
Unless Peace is soon declared, we shall be driven 


In the void of women to try Cleisthenes. 
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CHORUS 
Be wise and cover those things with your tunics. 


Who knows what kind of person may perceive you? 


ATHENIANS 


By Zeus, you're right. 


SPARTANS 
By the Two Goddesses, 


Indeed ye are. Let's put our tunics on. 


ATHENIANS 


Hail O my fellow-sufferers, hail Spartans. 


SPARTANS 
O hussie darling, what a woeful thing! 


If they had seen us with our lunging swords! 


ATHENIANS 


Tell us then, Spartans, what has brought you here? 


SPARTANS 


We come to talk of Peace. 


ATHENIANS 
Well spoken there! 


And we the same. Let us callout Lysistrata 


Art & Eros Volume One - Spring 2019 Page 207 


Since she alone can settle the Peace-terms. 


SPARTANS 


Callout Lysistratus too if you don't mind. 


CHORUS 


No indeed. She hears your voices and she comes. 
[Enter LYSISTRATA] 


Hail, Wonder of all women! Now you must be in turn 
Hard, shifting, clear, deceitful, noble, crafty, sweet, and stern. 
The foremost men of Hellas, smitten by your fascination, 


Have brought their tangled quarrels here for your sole arbitration. 


LYSISTRATA 

An easy task if the love's raging home-sickness 
Doesn't start trying out how well each other 

Will serve instead of us. But I'll know at once 

If they do. O where's that girl, Reconciliation? 
Bring first before me the Spartan delegates, 

And see you lift no rude or violent hands— 

None of the churlish ways our husbands used. 

But lead them courteously, as women should. 

And if they grudge fingers, guide them by other methods, 
And introduce them with ready tact. The Athenians 


Draw by whatever offers you a grip. 
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Now, Spartans, stay here facing me. Here you, 
Athenians. Both hearken to my words. 

Iam a woman, but I'm not a fool. 

And what of natural intelligence I own 

Has been filled out with the remembered precepts 
My father and the city-elders taught me. 

First I reproach you both sides equally 

That when at Pylae and Olympia, 

At Pytho and the many other shrines 

That I could name, you sprinkle from one cup 
The altars common to all Hellenes, yet 

You wrack Hellenic cities, bloody Hellas 

With deaths of her own sons, while yonder clangs 


The gathering menace of barbarians. 


ATHENIANS 


We cannot hold it in much longer now. 


LYSISTRATA 

Now unto you, O Spartans, do I speak. 

Do you forget how your own countryman, 
Pericleidas, once came hither suppliant 

Before our altars, pale in his purple robes, 

Praying for an army when in Messenia 

Danger growled, and the Sea-god made earth quaver. 
Then with four thousand hoplites Cimon marched 


And saved all Sparta. Yet base ingrates now, 
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You are ravaging the soil of your preservers. 


ATHENIANS 


By Zeus, they do great wrong, Lysistrata. 


SPARTANS 


Great wrong, indeed. O! What a luscious wench! 


LYSISTRATA 

And now I turn to the Athenians. 

Have you forgotten too how once the Spartans 
In days when you wore slavish tunics, came 
And with their spears broke a Thessalian host 
And all the partisans of Hippias? 

They alone stood by your shoulder on that day. 
They freed you, so that for the slave's short skirt 


You should wear the trailing cloak of liberty. 


SPARTANS 


I've never seen a nobler woman anywhere. 


ATHENIANS 


Nor I one with such prettily jointing hips. 


LYSISTRATA 
Now, brethren twined with mutual benefactions, 


Can you still war, can you suffer such disgrace? 
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Why not be friends? What is there to prevent you? 


SPARTANS 


We're agreed, can that we get this tempting Mole. 


LYSISTRATA 
Which one? 


SPARTANS 
That one we've wanted to get into, 


O for so long.... Pylos, of course. 


ATHENIANS 
By Poseidon, 


Never! 


LYSISTRATA 


Give it up. 


ATHENIANS 
Then what will we do? 


We need that ticklish place united to us-- 


LYSISTRATA 


Ask for some other lurking-hole in return. 


ATHENIANS 
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Then, ah, we'll choose this snug thing here, Echinus, 
Shall we call the nestling spot? And this backside haven, 
These desirable twin promontories, the Maliac, 


And then of course these Megarean Legs. 


SPARTANS 


Not that, O surely not that, never that. 


LYSISTRATA 


Agree! Now what are two legs more or less? 


ATHENIANS 


I want to strip at once and plough my land. 


SPARTANS 


And mine I want to fertilize at once. 


LYSISTRATA 
And so you can, when Peace is once declared. 
If you mean it, get your allies' heads together 


And come to some decision. 


ATHENIANS 

What allies? 

There's no distinction in our politics: 
We've risen as one man to this conclusion; 


Every ally is jumping-mad to drive it home. 
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SPARTANS 


And ours the same, for sure. 


ATHENIANS 
The Carystians first! 


I'll bet on that. 


LYSISTRATA 

I agree with all of you. 

Now off, and cleanse yourselves for the Acropolis, 
For we invite you all in to a supper 

From our commissariat baskets. There at table 
You will pledge good behaviour and uprightness; 


Then each man's wife is his to hustle home. 


ATHENIANS 


Come, as quickly as possible. 


SPARTANS 
As quick as you like. 


Lead on. 


ATHENIANS 


O Zeus, quick, quick, lead quickly on. 


[They hurry off: ] 
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CHORUS. 

Broidered stuffs on high I'm heaping, 

Fashionable cloaks and sweeping 

Trains, not even gold gawds keeping. 

Take them all, I pray you, take them all (I do not care) 

And deck your children--your daughter, if the Basket she's to bear. 
Come, everyone of you, come in and take 

Of this rich hoard a share. 

Nought's tied so skillfully 

But you its seal can break 

And plunder all you spy inside. 

I've laid out all that I can spare, 

And therefore you will see 

Nothing unless than I you're sharper-eyed. 

If lacking corn a man should be 

While his slaves clamor hungrily 

And his excessive progeny, 

Then I've a handful of grain at home which is always to be had, 


And to which in fact a more-than-life-size loaf I'd gladly add. 


Then let the poor bring with them bag or sack 
And take this store of food. 

Manes, my man, I'll tell 

To help them all to pack 

Their wallets full. But O take care. 


I had forgotten; don't intrude, 
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Or terrified you'll yell. 


My dog is hungry too, and bites--beware! 
[Some people from the Market approach the Banqueting hall with torches. | 
[The PORTER bars their entrance.]| 


1ST MARKET-PERSON 


Open the door. 


PORTER 


Here move along. 


1ST MARKET- PERSON 

What's this? 

You're sitting down. Shall I singe you with my torch? 
That's vulgar! O I couldn't do it ... yet 

If it would gratify the audience, 


I'll mortify myself. 


2ND MARKET- PERSON 
And I will too. 


We'll both be crude and vulgar, yes we will. 


PORTER 
Be off at once now or you'll be wailing 


Dirges for your hair. Get off at once, 


Art & Eros Volume One - Spring 2019 Page 215 


And see you don't disturb the Spartan envoys 


Just coming out from the splendid feast they've had. 
[The banqueters begin to come out.] 


1ST ATHENIAN 
I've never known such a pleasant banquet before, 
And what delightful fellows the Spartans are. 


When we are warm with wine, how wise we grow. 


2ND ATHENIAN 

That's only fair, since sober we're such fools: 

This is the advice I'd give the Athenians— 

See our ambassadors are always drunk. 

For when we visit Sparta sober, then 

We're on the alert for trickery all the while 

So that we miss half of the things they say, 

And misinterpret things that were never said, 
And then report the muddle back to Athens. 

But now we're charmed with each other. They might cap 
With the Telamon-catch instead of the Cleitagora, 
And we'd applaud and praise them just the same; 


We're not too scrupulous in weighing words. 


PORTER 
Why, here the rascals come again to plague me. 


Won't you move on, you sorry loafers there! 
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MARKET-LOUNGER 


Yes, by Zeus, they're already coming out. 


SPARTANS 
Now hussies dearest, please take up your pipe 
That I may try a spring and sing my best 


In honor of the Athenians and ourselves. 


ATHENIANS 
Yes, take your pipe. By all the gods, there's nothing 


Could glad my heart more than to watch you dance. 


SPARTANS. 

Mnemosyne, 

Let thy fire storm these younkers, 

O tongue with stormy ecstasy 

My Muse that knows 

Our deeds and theirs, how when at sea 
Their navies swooped upon 

The Medes at Artemision— 

Gods for their courage, did they strike 
Wrenching a triumph frae their foes; 
While at Thermopylae 

Leonidas' army stood: wild-boars they were like 
Wild-boars that with fierce threat 


Their terrible tusks whet; 
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The sweat ran streaming down each twisted face, 
Faen blossoming in strange petals of death 
Panted frae mortal breath, 

The sweat drenched all their bodies in that place, 
For the hurly-burly of Persians glittered more 


Than the sands on the shore. 


Come, Hunting Girl, an' hear my prayer— 

You whose arrows whizz in woodlands, come an' bless 
This Peace we swear. 

Let us be fenced with age long amity, 

O let this bond stick ever firm through thee 


In friendly happiness. 


Henceforth no guileful perjury be seen! 
O hither, hither O 


Thou wildwood queen. 


LYSISTRATA 

Earth is delighted now, peace is the voice of earth. 
Spartans, sort out your wives: Athenians, yours. 

Let each catch hands with his wife and dance his joy, 
Dance out his thanks, be grateful in music, 


And promise reformation with his heels. 


ATHENIANS. 


O Dancers, forward. Lead out the Graces, 
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Call Artemis out; 

Then her brother, the Dancer of Skies, 
That gracious Apollo. 

Invoke with a shout 

Dionysus out of whose eyes 

Breaks fire on the maenads that follow; 
And Zeus with his flares of quick lightning, and call, 
Happy Hera, Queen of all, 

And all the Daimons summon hither to be 
Witnesses of our revelry 

And of the noble Peace we have made, 


Aphrodite our aid. 


Io Paieon, Io, cry— 
For victory, leap! 
Attained by me, leap! 


Euoi Euoi Euai Euai. 


SPARTANS 


Piper, give us the music for a new sang. 


SPARTANS. 

Leaving again lovely lofty Taygetus 
Hither O Spartan Muse, hither to greet us, 
And with our choric voice to raise 

To Amyclean Apollo praise, 


And Tyndareus' gallant sons whose days 
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Alang Eurotas' banks merrily pass, 


And Athene of the House of Brass. 


Now the dance begin; 

Dance, making swirl your fringe of woolly skin, 
While we join voices 

To hymn dear Sparta that rejoices 

in a beautiful song, 

And loves to see 

Dancers tangled beautifully; 

For the girls in tumbled ranks 

Along Eurotas' banks 

Like wanton fillies throng, 


Frolicking there ... 


And like Bacchantes shaking the wild air 
To comb a giddy laughter through the hair, 
Bacchantes that clench closely as they sweep 


To the ecstatic leap. 


And Helen, Child of Leda, come 
Thou holy, nimble, graceful Queen, 
Lead thou the dance, gather thy joyous tresses up i' bands 


And play like a fawn. 


To madden them, clap thy hands, 


And sing praise to the warrior goddess templed in our lands, 
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Her of the House of Brass. 
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